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Will receive this paper regularly through the mail for 
any period they desire, at’ the rate of one dollar and fifty 
cents « year, payable in advance. 

No subscription taken for more than one year. 
Postmasters are compelled to remit money to news- 
paper publishers free of postage, when requested by per- 
sons wishing to subscribe. 





ADVERTISEMENTS inserted on the most reason- 


able terms. 





"te ® THE WRECK. 

With the bellying arch of her white sail set, 
To the fresh breeze bending low— 

Dashing the spray like a fountain’s jet 
In diamonds from her bow— 

Outspeeding the waves in their murmuring pride, 
And the spice-wind’s balmy sigh— 

Like a swallow in air, or a swan on the tide— 
The good ship glided by. 


The Indian sun was blazing bright 
In the cloudless, tropic sky, 
And the sea like a mirror of azure light 
Glowed to its canopy— 
The shark shot by, and the nautilus shell 
By its fairy mariner driven, 
And the flying-fish glanced from the liquid swell 
Like a star from the vaulted heaven. 


The surface is tranquil and clear as glass 
And the eye dives deeply through, 

To the sparkling gems, and the ocean’s grass, 
And the corals of crimson hue— 

To the fry, that spring from their sea-weed lair 
At the changeful dolphin’s stroke— 

But of all the wonders that glittered there, 
Not a sign of peril spoke. 


The hurricane slept in its sultry shrine, 
And hushed was the surge’s moan, 
And the soundings were deep in the measured brine, 
Full forty fathom down! 
Five hundred hearts beat proud and fast 
On the frigate’s stainless deck ;— 
Five hundred hearts—that had dared the blast, 
Or the battle, their pulse to check. 


The helmsman was still at his steady wheel, 
And the watch at their stations round, 

And the officers leaned on the lazy steel, 
That had flashed at the bugle’s sound. 

Not a bosom was there that dreamed how nigh 
Was the viewless angel’s rod, 

Nor shuddered to think, that ere day should die, 
He must reckon with his Gop. 


Like a swallow in air, or a swan on the tide, 
The good ship rode the wave— 

And little they deemed in their manhood’s pride 
She was hurrying to her grave ! 

With a shivering crash, and a sullen shock, 
Stopped short in her winged career, 

For an instant she clung to the fatal rock— 
Then plunged through the waters clear! 


Not a second was granted for thought or prayer, 
Not a second to struggle for life— 

Not a glimpse of fond memory was hovering there 
In the spirit’s parting strife | 

Not a hope for the future—a sigh for the dear— 
Nor the love that is strong in death! 

It was but an instant from first, to last— 
And sound there was none, nor breath! 


The waters were clear as they were before, 
And the gales as balmy blew, 

But where are the hearts that rejoiced in their roar, 
And the ship that before them flew? 

She was here but now, like a winged sprite 
Upborne on the sunbright air— 

Where is she now with her pinions of light? 
The wild waves answer— Where ? 





‘‘ Would’st thou be friend of mine? 
Thou must be quick and bold 
When the right is to be done, 
And the truth is to be told ; 


* Wearing no friend-like smile, 
When thy heart is hot within ; 

Making no truce with fraud or guile, 
No compromise with sin. 


“ Open of eye and speech ! 
Open of heart and hand ! 
Holding thine own but as in trust, 
For thy great brother-band.” 





A New Reason !~We heard an old bruiser, the other 
day, advising a youngster to get married, “ because, 
then,” said he, “ my boy, you'll have somebody to pull 
off your boots for you, when you go home drunk.” 





Several friends were conversing a few evenings since, 
when the clock struck eleven. “It is time,” said one, 
“that honest men were a bed.” “ That may be,” said 
Another, “but you need not bein a hurry on that ac- 
count,” 








LIFE’S SUNNY SPOTS. 
BY THE LATE WILLIAM LEGGETT. 
Though Life’s a dark and dreary path, 
Its goal the silent tomb, 
It yet some spots of sunshine hath, 
That smile amid the gloom , 
The friend, who weal and wo partakes, 
Unchanged whate’er his lot, 
Who kindly soothes the heart that aches, 
Is sure a sunny spot. 


The wife who half our burden bears, 
And utters not a moan, 

Whose ready hand wipes off our tears, 
Unheeded all her own; 

Who treasures every kindly word, 
Each harsher one forgot, 

And carols blithely as a bird— 
She’s, too, a sunny spot. 


The child who lifts, at morn and eve, 
In prayer, its tiny voice, 

Who grieves whene’er its parents grieve, 
And joys when they rejoice, 

In whose bright eye young genius glows, 
Whose heart, without a blot, 

Is fresh and pure as summer’s rose, 
That child’s a sunny spot. 


There’s yet upon life’s weary road 
One spot of brighter glow, 

Where sorrow half forgets its load 
And tears no longer flow ; 

Friendship may wither, love decline, 
Our child his honor blot ; 

But still undimm’d that spot will shine— 
Religion lights that spot. 


—_ _-—_ 





RURAL ENJOYMEN'. 
O rus quando ego te aspiciam. 

Toa mind of keen sensibilities, and poetical temper- 
ament, few of the ordinary pleasures of life can compete 
with the strain of tender feelings, which is almost inva- 
riably called forth by a lonely ramble in some sequester- 
ed glade, when “ the burthen and the heat of the sum- 
mer’s day is o’er;” when the eye, which has been 
dazzled by the intense glare of light during so many 
hours, can dwell with pleasure, enhanced by contrast, 
on the fresh verdure of the dewy woodlands, and the 
soft haze which is spread, like a veil over the face of 
beauty, across the cool horizon. Perhaps, in the whole 
range of human sensations, there is not one more gene- 
rally inherent in every breast than this desire for rural 
enjoyment; ask the soldier, the sailor, the merchant, 
what is the end which he proposes to himself, after he 
shall have realized that independence, for which they 
all have striven alike—and ea h will tell you of some 
romantic nook, that has struck his fancy in his wander- 
ings, and colored his waking dreams for ever afier, amid 
the turmoil, the strife, the sordid anxieties, the engross- 
ing cares of cities. ‘There has he laid out the mode in 
which he will enjoy contented ease beneath his own fig 
tree—there is the promised elysium which has raised 
his spirit 

“To scorn delights and live laborious days ;” 
this is the hope, which has cheered his mind under many 
a bitter calamity ; this is the hope, which, though never 
to be fulfilled, still haunts him to the tomb, and often 
times prompts him to seek out for his senseless bones an 
enduring mansion in that green spot, after which he had 
so yearned in life. What can be the source of this 
strange passion in men, who, were they to receive the 
objects of their prayers, to acquire possession of the 
suburban rus for which they have panted so long, would 
fly in disgust, ere a solitary week had passed over their 
heads, from the innocent and unexciting pleasures of a 
country life? Is it that even in our present state of re- 
finement, there is still a hankering after the wild sports, 
and wilder perils of the wilderness, when 
“ Erect in woods the noble savage ran,” 

or is it indeed, that there is so evident a superiority in 
the lovely face of nature, over the artificial restraints of 
the city, that it cannot but be manifest even to the least 
observant eye;—is it simply—that, as an old writer 
quaintly though beautifully expresses himself, 

** God made the ceuntry, but man made the town ?” 


In truth we know not, nor will we pause to inquire; suf- 
fice it to know that such a feeling has been implanted in 
almost every heart, by Him who best can judge what is 
good for man; and moreover—were not this sufficient 
proof of the excellence of such a feeling—who has ever 
wandered among the lone haunts of nature, tracing the 
brooklet to its secluded fount, listening to the converse 
of the foliage with the winds of heaven—for all these 
things have a language, that speaks directly to the heart 
—without feeling every earthly thought give way toa 
pensive and affectionate melancholy ; without perceiving 
that his soul was almost insensibly 
“ From nature’s works, upraised to nature’s God ?” 


Common as this feeling is to the greater part of man- 
kind, how much more deeply imprinted must it be on the 
minds of those, who, born and bred among the simple, 
and perhaps undignified delights of some rural district, 
have been condemned, in after life, to the confinement of 
a huge and heated metropolis? How does the victim 
cherish the recollection of those green hills, and bright 
waters, which would be still his friends, were every hu- 
man being whom he valued cut off at one fell swoop 
from his affection? Perhaps, however, we are falling 
inte the common error of egotism ; perhaps we are pre- 
supposing the existence of sensations in the minds of 
others, because we are conscious that they are rooted in 
the very core of our own hearts. We passed ourselves 
the happiest days of our existence ina sweet pastoral 
country ; { se memories st our young days of transient 





merriment, and yet more transient sorrow, are all inter- 

woven with recollections of verdant hedge-rows, and 

dewy copses. There is one green hillock, hundreds of 
miles from hence, with its calm church-yard and dark 

chestnuts, in the bosom of which we hope at some fu- 

ture period to lay our bones, even if it should be denied 

to our mortal vision ever to behold it more; there is a 

tinkling brook, by whose side we have sat the livelong 

summer’s day, fishing for the small fry which swarmed 

by thousands round our artless bait, or launching our 
tiny fleets in its mimic coves—and though we have ga- 

zed, in awe and breathless admiration, at the stupendous 
beauties of Niagara, though we have looked upon 
earth’s noblest rivers sweeping through every variety of 
scenery, still the murmurs of that puny rivulet rise of- 
tener, and oh! how far mor€ sweetly, to eur remembrance 
than the far-famed rush of the world’s most classic wa- 
ters. How often could we have cried aloud with the 
patriotic Syrian—“ are not Abana and Pharphar, rivers 
of Damascus, better than all the waters of Israel?” Yet 
if we apply our minds to investigate the causes of this, 
all is wrapt in impenetrable darkness; why should the 
murmur of flowing water raise such emotions, rather 
than the din of chariot wheels, or the thousand noises 
which make a Babal of our streets? Why should a 
single green tree, waving its branches on a sunny bank, 
conjure up the sweet fancies of our childhood, rather 
than the paved thoroughfare, or the brick-built mansion ? 
To prove that such is the case we need but cite the au- 
thority of every bard, from the pastoral poets of Arcadia 
or Etrurian vales, to those who have been the admiration 
of all later ages, the writers of the Elizabethan era of 
England. Shakspeare and Milton, teem with such de- 
scriptions of rustic scenery, as prove thcm to have 
sought the matter for their strains, not in the ponderous 
tomes of classical authority, but from the mighty book 
of nature; nor have the minstrels of our own days 
dwelt with less enthusiasm on the strange power, which 
is exercised over human sympathies by the lonely lake, 
the mountain, or the forest, than upon the passions and 
desires of the mind itself. So accurate are the paintings 
of Byron, so minute his details, and so true his reflee- 
tions, that it would be no hard task for an artist to trans- 
fer the spirit of his words to the canvas, and embody 
their force in the actual reality of colors. It is this pe- 
culiarity, Which has rendered the poets of the English 
language more generally popular among all classes of 
persons, than the writers of any other tongue; there is 
a simple pathos in the figures, which they so frequently 
elicit from their contemplation of the wonderful beauties 
of nature, that needs no commentary to point out its ap- 
plication ; it comes directly home to the imagination of 
every reader, whether it be clothed in the wayward mu- 
sings of the melancholy Jacques, the sweet, romantic 
dreams of Juliet or of Jessica, or in the slighter though 
no less characteristic touches that intrude themselves in- 
to scenes of the most appalling interest, yet never with- 
out adding to the effect of the action, and the identity of 
the personage :-—what labored strain, for instance, could 
have so revealed the character of the “ gracious Dun- 
can” to our imagination, as the short converse which he 
holds with Banquo on entering the fatal fortress of’ Mac- 
beth ? 


Dun. 'Yhis castle hath a pleasant seat; the air 
Nimbly and sweetly recommends itself 
Unto our gentle senses.— 

Ban. This guest of summer, 
The temple-haunting martlet, does approve 
By his loved mansionry, that the heaven’s breath 
Smells wooingly here: no jutty, frieze, buttress 
Nor coigne of ’vantage, but this bird hath made 
His pendent bed, and procreant cradle: where they 
Most breed and haunt, I have observed, the air 
Is delicate. 

Whatcould so completely convince us of the reality of 
those, who are thus familiarly enjoying the sweets of the 
summer evening, as these few most simple, and therefore 
most lovely lines; what more perfect contrast could have 
been conceived to the dark meditations of the murderous 
Thane, to which they stand in closest proximity ; what 
could exhibit the gentle and amiable disposition of the 
victim to so much advantage, as this innocent fondness 
for those beauties, which to the contemplative eye abound 
in every green field, in the breaking dawn, and in the 
misty close of day ; in the tempest no less than in the 
calm; on the summit of the snow capped Alp, or in the 
humble valley that sleeps at its feet, in shadow scarcely 
less palpable at noon, than at the deadest hour of night ? 
It would indeed be a superfluous and an endless task, to 
attempt to cull the sweets from the unbounded luxuri- 
ance, which flourishes in every page whether of poet or 
philosopher, tragedian or divine—familiar as they must 
be to every heart, that is not dead to one of the purest 
sources of enjoyments that nature has bestowed upon 
her votaries, Rely upon it, that if a man love not his 
country, he loves not anything. The being who has 
never felt his heart expand in gratitude to the Great Gi- 
ver of all good; who has never pictured to himself the 
features of the Eternal, in the bright magnificence with 
which he has invested the creatures of his hand; who 
has never communed with his own soul in the solitary 
woodland, or by the silent lake, and pictured to himself 
from the repose of these, the immortal rest which is pre- 
pared hereafter, in that blessed sphere where the envy, 
the hatred, the sordid selfishness, and the fierce passions 
of the human breast will have no power to mar the 
beautitude of paradise, must indeed be dead, not to sen- 
timent alone, but to every high and noble feeling which 
raises man above his kindred clay. For our own part, 
whenever we have escaped from the turmoil, the anxie- 
ties, and the hollowness of society, we scck for no other 
pleasures, than that of absolute quiescence, in some sha- 
dowy hamlet far from the busy haunts of sordid, money- 
making business ; we need not the absence of excitement, 


we feel not the want of intercourse with our fellows, 


for 
There is a pleasure in the pathless woods, 
There is a rapture on the lonely shore, 
There is society where none intrudes, 
By the deep sea, and music in its roar. 
We love not man the less, but nature more, 
From these our interviews, in which ve steal 
From all we may be, or have been before, 
To mingle with the universe, and feel, 
What we can ne’er express, yet cannot all conceal. 


Often have we stood by the brink of some far cataract 
“from morn to dewy eve,” watching the white clouds 
of spray, as they rose from the abyss beneath our feet, 
and the bright sun-bows spanning the watery arch ; with 
our eyes fixed on the glorious spectacle before us, but 
with our thoughts wandering back—back into the gulf 
of departed years, calling up the happy scenes of our 
childhood, enjoying high commune with those, whom 
we have once so tenderly loved, for whom we have so 
bitterly lamented, till the gloom of night has crept upon 
us unperceived, and we have started to behold the pale 
stars waning in the sky, which—at the moment we last 
remember to have marked it— was bathed in noontide 
lustre. For ourselves, we never hear the sound of a 
rippling streamlet; without feeling ourselves transported 
to the home of our fathers; we never look upon a wav- 
ing tree, but our spirit wanders back to the gigantic 
ash, which shed jts gentle twilight over the porch of that 
old church where first we lcarned to read the word that 
giveth life; we never listen to the breezy wind wanton- 
ing in the tree tops, but we 

Feel the gales that from them blow 

A momentary bliss bestow, 

As waving fresh their gladsome wing, 
Qur weary soul they seem to soothe, 
And, od her of joy and youth, 

To breathe a second spring. 

We never return from our brief visits to those districts 
of peace and contentment where we fain, did our avo- 
cations permit, would bury ourselves ;— 

In some vast wilderness, 

Some boundless contiguity of shade, 

Where rumor of oppression and deceit, 

Of unsuccessful or successful war, 

Might never reach us more— 

But we feel ourselves not only sadder, but better men ; 
in gazing upon a lovely landscape, rich in the adorn- 
ments of summer, there is ever a touch of melancholy 
in the train of thoughts that sweep across our soul !— 
Before we shall again cast our eyes across that smiling 
ehampaigne, the chilling blasts of winter will have effa- 
ced all the fair labors of his genial predecessor; the 
deep snow will have whelmed our fragrant flowers ; the 
wild hail-storm, and the drenching shower, will have 
swelled our favorite rill into a dark and sullen torrent ; 
and perhaps before the returning season shall have again 
called forth the leaves and buds to revel in their ephe- 
meral existence, the wintry hand of death may have 
ber.umbed the fervor of our souls, and closed our eyes in 
that sleep that knows no waking. 

And now farewe'l, thou, who hast wandered with us 
hitherto in the fairy paths of fiction! we leave thee for 
a time, it is true, but we trust that the familiarity, which 
we have carried on thus far with so much profit to our- 
selves, and-—-may we venture to hope—not wholly with- 
out pleasure to you, may be renewed after a brief inter- 
val. We have struggled through the helpless stages of 
our infancy, we feel our youthful vigor growing day by 
day, our small stock of ideas ripening hourly into more 
matured understanding, we have the hope before us of a 
vigorous youth, perhaps of an honorable and useful 
manhood; with thee it rests to say, whether, beneath 
the maternal fostering of thy patronage, the weak bant- 
ling may be reared into maturity and strength, or whe- 
ther itssmall pipe must be quenched, its little limbs must 
be relaxed, its frail spirit must “‘ go hence and be no 
more seen!” 


THE GRAND DUKE AND THE JEW. 
A ROMANCE OF REAL LIPR. 





The following singular story, which was current 
among the English residents in St. Petersburg at the 
coronation of the present Emperor of Russia, has been 
narrated to us by a person newly arrived from that part 
of the continent: 

In the early part of the year 1826, an Englishman, 
from Akmetch in the} Crimea, having occasion to tra- 
vel to France on business of importance, directed his 
course by way of Warsaw in Poland. About an hour 
after his arrival in that city, he quitted the tavern in 
which he had been taking a refreshment, to take a walk 
through the streets. While sauntering in front of one 
of the public buildings, he met an elderly gentleman of 
a grave aspect and a courteous demeanor. Af-er mu- 
tual exchange of civilities, they got into conversation, 
during which, with the characteristic frankness of an 
Englishman, he told the stranger who he was, where 
from, and whither he was going. ‘The other, in the 
most friendly manner, invited him to share the hospi- 
talities of his house till such time as he foudd it conve- 
nient to resume his journey—adding, with a smile, that 
it was not improbable that he migh) visit the Crimea 
himself in the course of that year, when, perhaps, he 
might require a similar return: the invitation was ac- 
cepted, and the Englishman was conducted to a splen- 
did mansion, elegant without, and commodious within. 

Unbounded liberality on the part of the Pole, produc- 
ed unbounded confidence on the part of the Englishman. 
The latter had a small box of jewels of great value, 
which he had carried about his person from the time of 
his leaving home—finding that mode of conveyance 
both hazardous and inconvenient in a town, he request- 
ed his munificent host to deposit it in a place of securi- 
ty till he should be ready to go away. At the expira- 
tion of three days he prepared for his departure, and in 
asking for his box how was he amazed, when the old 





gentleman, with a countenance exhibiting the utmost 


surprise, replied, 

“ What box ?” 

“Why, the small box of jewels which I gave you to 
keep for me.” 

‘“* My dear sir, you must surely be mistaken; I never 
really saw or heard of such a box.” 


The Englishman was petrified. After recovering 
himself a little, he requested the Jew to call his wife, 
she having been present when he received it. She came, 
and on being questioned, answered in exact unison with 
her husband— expressed the same surprise—and benev- 
olently endeavored to persuade her distracted guest that 
it was a mere hallucination. With mingled feelings of 
horror, astonishment and despair, he walked out of the 
house and went to the tavern at which he had put up 
on his arrival in Warsaw. There he related his mys- 
terious story, and learned that his iniquitous host was 
the richest Jew in Poland. He was advised without 
delay to state the case to the Grand Duke, who fortu- 
nately happened to be in Warsaw. 

He accordingly waited upon him, and with little cer- 
emony was admitted to an audience. He briefly laid 
down his case, and Constantine, “ with a greedy ear; 
devoured up his discourse.” Constantine expressed 
his astonishment, told him he knew the Jew, having had 
extensive money transactions with him—that he had 
always been respectable, and of an unblemished char- 
acter. 

“ However,” he added, “I will use every legitimate 
means to unveil the mystery.” 

So saying, he called upon some gentlemen who were 
todine with him that day, and despatched a messenger 
with a note to the Jew, requesting his presence. Aaron 
obeyed the summons. 

“Have you no recollection of having received a 
box of jewels from the hand of this gentleman?” said 
the Duke. 

‘* None, my lord,” was the reply. 

“Strange, indeed! Are you perfectly conscious 
(turning to the gentleman) that you gave the box as 
stated ?” 

“ quite certain, my lord,” 

Then addressing himself to the Jew—“ This is a very 
singular case, and I feel it my duty to use singular means 
to ascertain the truth; is your wife at home ?” 

“Yes, my lord.” 

“Then,” continued Constantine, “there is a sheet of 
paper, and here is a pen; proceed to write a note to your 
wife in such terms as [ shall dictate,” 

Aaron lifted the pen. 

“Now,” said the second Solomon, “commence by 
saying—‘ All is discovered! There is no resource left 
but to deliver up the box. I have owned the fact in the 
presence of the Grand Duke.” 

A tremor shook the frame of the Israelite, and the pen 
dropped from his fingers; but instantly recovering him- 
self, he exclaimed— 

“That is impossible, my lord! That would be di- 
rectly implicating myself.” 

“I give yeu my word and honor,” said Constantine, 
“in the presence of every one in the room, that what 
you write shall never be used as an instrument against 
you, farther than the effect it produces upon your wife. 
If you are innocent, you have nothing to fear—but if 
you persist in not writing it, I will hold it as a proof of 
your guilt.” 

With a trembling hand, the terrified Jew wrote out 
the note, folded it up, and as he was desired, sealed it 
with his own signet. Two officers were dispatched 
with it to his house, and when Sarah glanced over its 
contents, she swooned and sunk to the ground, The 
box was delivered up and restored to its ewner—and 
the Jew suffered the punishment his villainy deserved. 
He was sent to Siberia. 





SPEAK IT BOLDLY, 


We do admire the truly bold man—not the impu- 
dently bold man. If you have truth to utter, which 
should have utterance, speak it boldly. We had rather 
by half see a person thus speak the truth, though by #0 
doing he may be “ knocked into a cocked hat” the next 
moment, than to see him blush, ard tremble, and shake, 
and run around a ten acre lot, before he can squeeze out 
what he knows to be truth and feels his duty to proclaim. 
Truth, freely spoken, will put to flight an rrmy of un- 
truths and calumnies ; and it is said will shame the de- 
vil, alias the “ father of lies.” ‘Truth, too, spoken bold- 
ly, and yet ina friendly manner, has checked the down- 
ward and ruinous course o{ many a young and thought- 
less person, and been the cause of his restoration to the 
paths of uprightness and happiness and honor. Truth 
spoken faintly and tremblingly, falls upon the ear like a 
“milk and water” assertion, and has no more effect up- 
on the listener, than the repott of a green elder pop-gun 
would have upon patriotism on the glorious Fourth of 
July. Away with this foolish, weak tea manner of tel- 
ling the truth! Be not of the number who thus deliver 
themselves, but rather 

“ Be thou like the first Apostle—- 
Be thou the heroic Paul ; 
It a free thought seeks expression, 
Speak it boldly! speah it all! 
Face thine enemies—accusers, 
Scorn the prison, rack, or rod ! 
And if thou hast rrurg to utter, 
Speak! and leave the rest to God.” 





7 How many persons there are in the world, and 
even in this city, who claim to be gentlemen, and yet 
are devoid of the first principles of good breeding—who 
think, to dress well, and put on supercillious airs, are 
the only things necessary to make them appear what 
they wish to be considered. 
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Saturday, November 1, 1545. 


For Assembly, 
MIKE WALSH, 
THE PEOPLE’S CANDIDATE AND POOR 
MAN’S FRIEND. 


GREAT MEETING AT TAMMANY HALL ON 
THURSDAY EVENING — OVERWHELMING 
TRIUMPH OF THE YOUNG DEMOCRACY 
—TILDEN, THE ABOLITIONIST AND AN- 
TI-TEXAS CANDIDATE, UNANIMOUSLY 
STRICKEN FROM THE TICKET, AND MIKE 

_ WALSH NOMINATED BY ACCLAMATION 

IN HIS STEAD. 

The public are already aware of the repeated notice 
which I gave in the Sub., and verbally in almost every 
place where I have been during the last weck, of my 
determination to appear at the County Meeting, and 
protest against the disgraceful manner in which the 
rights and interests of the workingmen of this city have 
been disregarded by the corrupt Committee who sold the 
nominations for Members of Assembly to a number of 
individuals, most of whom are entirely unknown and 
incompetent. It will also be recollected that I invited 
the opposition of every man who was opposed to me— 
defied them, and boldly asserted my ability to triumph, 
as on all former occasions, over all personal enemies, 
backed by all the wealth, power, patronage, and corrup- 
tion of the party. A similar declaration on previous 
occasions, was laughed at by men who had always re- 
garded the working classes as a set of servile dupes 
who would gladly swallow anything they might choose 
to prepare for them, because they had always known 
them perfectly passive under every species of imposi- 
tion, but when the time arrived they were struck with 
dismay at the facility with which | undone all that had 
been dishonestly concocted by the miserable jugglers 
and self-constituted leaders of Old Tammany. Nothing 
could exceed their consternation on these occasions.— 
How it was possible for a poor young man without a 
dollar, to defy, and successfully battle. with all their 
craven and mercenary host of hirelings, was utterly be- 
yond the comprehension of these corrupt conspirators, 
who, guided in their estimate of others, by a knowledge 
of their own depravity, knew no way of obtaining the 
co-operation of their fellow men beyond a base appeal 
to the meanest, basest, and most selfish passions of their 
nature. As I have been triumphantly sustained by the 
honest mass at every popular assemblage from my boy- 
hood to the present hour, in such A manner as no other 
man has ever yet been sustained, the secret of my suc- 
cess has for some time ceased to be a matter of conjec- 
ture even to the most narrow-sighted and hollow-hearted 
hunkers—such an uninterrupted succession of glorious 
victories could not be the result of accident—purity of 
character, disinterestedness of purpose, and power of 
intellect must be there, thought they, to draw around a 
man, so many glorious and unbought master-spirits.— 
Having arrived at this very sensible conclusion, they 
determined to sum up all their forces for a final death 
struggie on last Thursday evening. To fail at a time 
when they had possession of all the patronage of the 
City, State, and General Governments, appeared im- 
possible, especially us I had bven subjected to every spe- 
cies of underhand persecution and misrepresentation 
during the past two or three years. With the utmost 
confidence they talked amongst each other of the cer- 
tainty of my being thrown through the window—but I 
had little fears for the result. Not one man did I ask 
personally to come and sustain me at that great gather- 
ing. I made a gencral call through the columns of the 
Sub. to my friends to be on hand, and most nobly —most 
magnanimously did they respond to it. Many a stout 
heart and honest face did I see there with which I had 
not an opportunity to exchange glances during many 
months. About seven o’clock, P. M., I stepped into my 
residence——I’m never ahead of time, though always on 
hand—washed my face—put on a clean shirt—blacked 
my old boots—brushed the professor’s hat, and slipped 
into Johnny Brighton’s little summer coat, and started 
for ‘Tammany Hall in company with myself. Here | 
arrived a short time after the meeting was organized, 
found some six or seven thousand persons at least, all 
of whom were roaring out all sorts of noises a: the top 
of their voices, and pulling, hauling, and fighting as 
hard as they could. I pushed through the tumultuous 
crowd as fast as | was able, and was greeted at every 
step by some warm-hearted and enthusiastic disciple — 
It seemed like the meeting between Napoleon and his 
faithful adherents on his way from Rochefort to Paris, 
after returning from Elba. As soon as | reached the 
stand I was hailed by the assembled thousands beneath, 
with a deafening, soul-cheering round of applause, such 
as Tammany Hall or no other Hall ever rang with be- 
fore. In wild, frantic, aod electric enthusiasm, it tar 
transcended even allthat had been hitherto bestowed 
upon me. The servile, office-holding squads who came 
organized for the purpose of opposing me, were utterly 
paralyzed and terror-stricken at this uncxampled and 
unexpected demonstration in my favor. From the mo- 
ment I was first seen upon the stand they would hea 
nobody nor listen to anything but “ Walsh,” “ Walsh,” 
“ Mike,” “ Mike.”’ Not being in any great hurry, I 

permitted a few office-holders to make harlequins of 

themselves for the sport of the asserfibled multitude who 
were “ bahing” at them, and ridiculing them with every 
species of contemptuous and ludicrous remark, “No 

Custom House dictation,” “ Go lay down,” “ Get a sub’ 


stitute,” “ Go learn to spell, before you attempt to read,” 
“move we pass everything, without hearing it at all,” 
“ | second the motion,” “ Carried,” “ Hurra,” etc., etc.— 
“ Walsh,” “ Walsh,” “Nobody but Mike, the poor 
man’s well-tried friend,” “Mike, they can’t buy you 
from us,” “ You're the only man amongst ‘em we ve got 
confidence in, and you're the only one we'll listen to,” 
and athousand similar declarations were heard from 
all parts of the room. Seeing I had everything my own 
way, I magnanimously stepped forward several times 
and requested the multitude to listen tothe office-holding 
simpletons and blowers, who were endeavoring to make 
some little show, in the hope of retaining the fat situa- 
tions to which they have no claim, beyond servile sub- 
serviency and shameless impudence. This had the ef- 
fect ot partially allaying the excitement for a short time, 
but the child-like absurdity in which the disgraceful 
farce was attempted to be enacted again set them in 
motion, and even my attempts to induce them to listen 
to the miserable, knavish blockheads entirely failed.— 
‘The man who squeaked out the names of the candidates 
put them all, after the meeting decided that the question 
should be taken upon each name singly, without any 
one either moving or seconding their adoption, and even 
in this nonsensical manner more than half of them were 
rejected. The Chairman would not tell what his de- 
cision was, save in the case of Tilden, He may have 
done so since, however, in some groggery. Tilden, he 
decided to be lost. An attemp: was made by some fel- 
lows to read a lot of stereotyped resolutions, but the 
people indignantly refused to listen to a word. 

The calls for me now became truly terrific, and think- 
ing it about time I should put a@ stop to the insulting 
mummery, I stepped forward, and after ordering a moch 
auctioneer from the Seventeenth Ward, named Bob 
something, and one or two other loafers out of the road, 
sous to have plenty of elbow room, I commenced a 
speech which was listened to with the most breathless 
attention for an hour or two, unbroken by any interrup- 
tion save the thundergusts of applause with which the 
close of every paragraph was hailed. Every now and 
then three vociferous cheers for ‘‘ Mike Walsh” would 
burst in earthquake tones from the thousands of work- 
ing men present, the misery and degradation of whose 
condition I brought so vividly before them, that it was 
impossible to repress them. Scarcely a man amongst 


All who have been in the habit of frequenting Tam- 
many Hall will recognise him at a glance as an office- 
holding hunker of the most inveterate and depraved 
character. He has been in office thirty-five years, and 
has always been a most determined enemy to any in- 
novation upon the errors which he seems to regard as 
having been consecrated by time, because they prove 
so advantageous to himself. He 1s an old member of 
the Tammany Society, signed the Tallmadge letter, 
persecuted Bill Leggett while living, and after his death 
subscribed towards raising a monument to him. The 
phrenological reader will discover in his developements 
the indications of a most depraved and infamous cha- 
racter. Look at his secretivness, his self-esteem, and 
particularly at his aequisiteveness. What ain animal 
appearance is displayed in what ought to be the intel- 
lectual region. Conscientiousness, too, is sunk deep 
enough to hide a good sized man’s hat in; but it is 
useless to particularize, where all is so palpably mean, 
stupid, mercenary and villainous. 

In consequence of the reporters’ whom I employed 
not having yet completed their reports, 1 am compelled 
to delay the publication of my speech until next Satur- 
day, when it will positively appear at as full length, and 
in as accurate a form as the circumstances would admit 
the reporter to take it in, 

Atthe close of the meeting three cheers were given 
for John C. Calhoun, by the honest, tearless, and chival- 
rous portion of the assemblage, which fairly shook the 
building. 

The following trom the Herald of yesterday will give 
the reader at a distance some slight idea of the whole 
affair. It does me full as much justice as I possibly 
could expect from that paper. 


GREAT DEMOCRATIC MEETING AT TAM- 
MANY HALL LAST NIGHT—CURIOUS 
AND INTERESTING ASSEMBLAGE—THE 
fy pa OORAOT IN HIGH SPiRITS— 
wake E UP--SHEECH OF MIKE 

The grand saloon ot Tammany Hall, the well known 

head-quarters of the young as well as the old-fashioned 

portions of the democratic party, was filled last night in 
every nook and corner—ten minutes after the doors were 
opened, not a place was to be had. The enthusiastic 
spirited, uproarious, hard-fisted and hard-fighting rm 
mocracy, all burning with the same glorious zeal—the 








them but would willingly have faced the cannon’s 


mouth at any moment during the whole time to redress 
the bitter and accursed wrongs to which the laboring 
poor are so shanicfully subjected by the plundering 
drones who roll in luxury on the preceeds of the poor 
man’s toil. At the conclusion of the speech, which had 
to be prolonged much longer than I intended, in conse- 
sequence of the repeated, deafening, and irresistible 
cries of “ go on,” “ go on,” nine tremendous cheers were 
given for ‘‘Mike Walsh, the poor man’s friend,” and 
“Champion of the Young Democracy.” 


Wit’ one united voice they now called for my nomi- 
nation in place of Tilden, the abolitionist who had pre- 
viously been rejected, At this I stepped forward again 
and said—“ Fellow citizens, is Tilden stricken from 
the ticket?” “ Yes!” fiom the ten thousand voices pre- 
sent, and the few hang-dog knaves who would like to 
have said no were ashamed to open their mouths. 


‘* Now are you satisfied ?” said I to the Chairman. 

“Yes,” was the reply, when he immediately sloped. 

Again they called for my nomination, but well aware 
of the heartless treachery of my opponents, and deter- 
mined that they should not have a single loop hole 
through which to escape, I exclaimed—‘ My friends, 
the man who acted as Chairman has slipped into the 
crowd without announcing my nomination sufficiently 
distinct to preclude the possibility of future cavil, for 
which reason I propose, as he has voluntarily abandon- 
ed his seat, that you elect another chairman in his place 
—then the question can be taken in such a manner as 
to satisfy all beyond the possibility of doubt.” 

Samuel Foster was then called to the chair by accla- 
mation, afier which a motion was made, seconded and 
carried unanimously, that “ Samuel J. Tilden be strick- 
en from the list of candidates for members of Assem- 
bly.” Another motion was made and seconded, that 
“Mike Walsh be substitued in his stead.” This was 
carried with the most terrific outbursts of enthusiasm 
ever heard, only one dissenting voice being raised when 
the negative was taken. This fact was so peculiarly 
striking that [ immediately requested one of our most 
eminent artists, who happened to be present, to take a 
sketch ofhim. The following is a good wood engrav- 
ing of the sketch, which is a most faithful representa- 
tion of the isolated and obnoxious dissenter :— 


same beautiful and unique idea which has ever animat- 
ed this portion of our citizens, had turned out in full 
strength, armed and acquipped according to ancient 
and time-honored custom. Barn Burners and Old 
Hunkers—the far-famed Empire Club, and its mortal 
leader, Captain Rynders—the Spartan Band, and the 
patriotic, unflinching, untiring, and celebrated Mike 
Walsh, its undaunted founder—Polk men, Van Buren 
men, Calhoun men, Wright men, Purdy men, Shaler 
men—office-seekers, office-holkers, Custom House offi- 
cers, stump speakers, demagogues, loafers, rowdies, po- 
liticians, editors, lovers of fun and mischief, lovers of 
brandy and blackguardism—members of churches, 
horse racers and cock-fighters, blacklegs, the “ dear peo- 
ple and their humbuggers, who love “ stated preaching” 
—in fact, all the multitudinous classes who generally 
unite in these mighty gatherings, were fully, and if not 
ably, at least liberally represented— 
“Black spirits and white, 
Red spirits and grey.”, 

Mr. Robert B. Boyd attempted to’call the meeting to 
order, but shouts and cries “ its not half past seven,” 
effectually silenced him for a time—at length 

Dr. Alexander F, Vache was nominated and chosen 


chairman, 
On motion of James C. Rutherford, the following nam- 


ed gentlemen were chusen as Vice Presidents :— 

Henry Nicholl, Daniel Stanton, E. B. Hart, Nelson 
Taylor, James S. Miller, William Gage, Philip J. Mer- 
kel, George Marshall, George W. Varian, Nicholas 
Diamond, James C. Stoneall, Henry Archilarious, John 
Reese, John Emmans, John C. Houston, Bryan McCa- 
hill, Patrick Doherty, John Galvin, Benjamin F. Gam- 
bol, Samuel Woodbury, Charles Mills, Joseph N. Par- 
ker, Daniel E. Delevan, Niel Gray, John M. Broadhurst, 
George Merkel, John E. Ross, Fred. R. Lee, Joseph 
Murphy, John Reese, ‘Thomas Connor, Edward Corbitt, 
George S. Mann, John R. Colen, W. H. C. Waddell, 
John J. V. Westervelt. 

The Chairman, amid great confusion and uproar, 
proceeded to state the object of the meeting te be, to 1€- 
spond to the nominations of Edward Sanford for Sena- 
tor, and the members of Assembly. 

The reading of the call was on motion dispensed 
with. Here a low, ruffianly looking individual pushed 
himself forward on the platform, and took his seat be- 
side the Chairman. 

Capt, Rynders immediately seized the offender, and 


in the true democratic spirit, coolly hnocked him down, 
(Great confusion, hisses and yells.) The used up man 
shouted that he was a full blooded democrat, 

Capt. Rynders.—Well, then, behave like one—that’s 
all we want. (Hurrahs, shouts and deafening cheers. 
Go it, Rynders—show your authority—hit him again, 
old boy—were among the exclamations which his pat- 
riotic sentiment called forth. 

Voice in the Crowd.—I move that Captain Rynders 
make a speech. 

Capt. Rynders.—Shut up ; | shan’t. 

Robert B. Boyd said, as the person who was to make 
the report of the committee was absent, he would make 
it for him. The committee had shown every desire to 
select good men, and had taken much time in choosing 
candidates; he had no doubt they would meet with the 
approval! of the meeting. 

Voice.—Don’t be too sure of that. 

Here a very fat, greesy looking fellow, with well 
plastered soap locks, called for three cheers for Mike 
Walsh. 

The Chairman now proceeded to call the names of 
the members for Assembly. 

Capt. Rynders proposed that the whole ticket be read 
before any action was had. 

Voices.—Read the ticket—we'll vote on them singly— 
no old hunkerism here. (Great Confusion.) 

The Chairman read the ticket. 

Edward Straing attempted to make a speech, but in 
consequence of the uproar, and cries of “ put him out”— 
“stop his mug”—“ hurrah”—“ boots,” &c. was obliged 
to desist; though from his violent gestures and extraor- 
dinary efforts to be heard, we have no doubt he had 
something very rich and interesting to relate. 

The nomination of Edward Sanforn for Senator was 
now cordially responded to. 

Samuel Osgood for Register, was then proposed, and 
called forth three hearty cheers. 

Capt. Rynders waved his hat, and seemed likely to go 
into hysterics. 

The Chairman then read the names for members of 
Assembly, commencing with Alexander Stewart.— 
(Great uproar—cries of “ Walsh, Walsh—Mike, Mike” 
—disorder and confusion.) 

The name of Alexander Wells was then read, and 
another row ensued among the crown, 

The name of Samuel J. Tilden was next read, 

Voices in the Crowd.— We don’t want him;” “ we 
won’t have any abolitionist on the ticket ;” “strike him 
off;” “ Hurrah for Tilden ;” “ Walsh, Walsh ;” “ Mike 
give us a speech,” &c. 

A fight now took place on the platform—several men 
got on the reporters’ table, and their object seemed to be 
to ascertain who could yell the loudest. 

Three groans for Tilden was then called for and giv- 
en. ‘The vast hall was ina state of commotion—rows, 
fights and yells, the order of the night. Hats were 
knocked off and crushed—noses smashed—eyes black- 
ened, and shins bruised. 

A man in a blue coat on the stand, now cried, “ Til- 
den’s nomination’s carried.” 

Fat Man in the Crowd.—You be damned—you’re a 
custom house officer—go to h—Il. 

Another Voice.—Three cheers for Tilden, 

Fat Man—Who had now lost his hat. Three groans 
—where’s my hat. (Laughter, hisses and shouts.) 

Barn-burner.—I move we pull the Chairman down. 

A member of the Empire Club now shouted, “ Ryn- 
ders, you must give us the ticket.” 

The worthy Captain at this request laughed hearty. 

The Chairman at length obtained a hearing, and the 
rest of the nominations were responded to. 

When the name of Jonathan D. Stevenson was read, 
the cheering was positively deafening. 

The mecting now became very uproarious—cries for 
Walsh, Walsh,” were heard in various direetions. 

Captain Rynders again attempted to make a speech, 
but failing to obtain a hearing, said “he didn’t care a 
damn for anybody.” 

The cries for Walsh still continued. 

The Chairman read a series of resolutions, which no 
one could understand. 

The cries for Walsh were now resumed from all 
quar ters— 

Mike Wa st now obtained a hearing, and was greet- 
ed by tremendous applause, shouting, waving of hats, 
caps and hankerchiefs. He commenced by some sar- 
castic and scorching allusions to the humbugging 
spouters at political meetings, who attempted to impose 
upon the people by common-place harangues about li- 
berty anddemocracy. He then went on to speak with 
characteristic] vehemence and eloquence of the wrongs 
and sufferings of the poor and working classes, who 
were used as mere stepping stones to power and place 
by unprincipled demagogues. At great length he spoke 
of the affected sympathy for the hard-working man dis- 
played by “ rich loafers,” who were ever ready about 
election times to step np and affectionately shake hands 
with any poor man who had a vote, though the wind 
might be playing hide and go seek through the tattered 
seat of his breeches; but, asked Mike, when did one of 
these nabobs, rolling in luxury, the fruit of the sighs, 
groans, suflerings and even premature deaths of the 
poor men, think of inviting his ragged “ friend” to 
dinner? Mike, then, after a slap at the system of 
giving the public work ont by contract, described the 
democratic party as mainly composed of the working 
men. How then did it happen, he asked, that on the 
ticket not one working man’s name was to be found ?— 
Mike concluded by moving that the name of Samuel J. 
Tilden be struck from the ticket. 

Here Dr. Vache mysteriously disappeared from the 
stand—slopedSand made his way rapidly down the 
stairs, 

Mike’s motion, however, was seconded, put and car- 
ried by acclamation, and the Hall was still densely 
crowded. 

Three cheers were then given for Mike Walsh, and 
amid shouts, yells, confusion, and several small rows, 
the meeting broke up. 





& Errors.— Occasionally there are some very ludicrous 
errors in this paper, in consequence of the matter nev- 
er being proved or corrected. Whenever the reader sees 
a word which does not express the sense which scems 
to be intended, set it down as a typographical error, be- 
cause I invariably write sound sense, and use the best, 
purest, and most forcible words which the language 
affords. 


Trgacnery.—I have been informed that a certain in- 
dividual who pretended great friendship for me, both 
before the County Meeting and at it, was playing a 
sort of secret double game. If I ever become convinced 
of that fact, he will find that he has not made much by 








his duplicity, 


NOTICE.--A meeting of my friends will take place 
at Dunn’s Sixth Wark Hotel, on Monday evening, at 
7 o'clock, to take such action as the course of the Gen. 
eral Committee, in reference to my nomination, may 
render necessary. 





My Speecu at rus County Mrerinc.—I employed 
three different reporters to report my speech atthe above 
named meeting on last Thursday night, not one of 
whom I have as yet been able to find. It may be that 
they had not completed the writing out of their notes; 
if this is the cause, I would like to see them all, or either 
of them, at my office to-day. If any other reporter, to 
whom J did not speak upon the subject, has a good re- 
port of it, I will purchase it from him, as I want to pub- 
lish it next week. 

Since writing the above, a gentleman has called upon 
me, and kindly offered me a report which he took. He 
says, “it is not as good as he would wish it to be, in 
consequence of the inconvenience under which helabor- 
ed, but that such as it is, I am welcome to it.” He has 
my most sincere thanks, whether I accept his noble offer 
or not. Many of my best speeches have been entirely 
lost in consequence of the reporters’ being bought off, 
but the readers of the Sub. will have a pretty full report 
of this one next Saturday, in spite of bribery. 

I have a strong notion of getting a splendid fancy 
head illustrative of the character of the Sub. engraved, 
tor the gratification of my numerous readers, and the 
enlightenment of admiring strangers. If I finally con- 
elude to do so, the public may rely upon its being one of 
the most splendid specimens of art that has ever adorn- 
ed a newspaper in this country. 





How 1s rr?—What has ever been done about the in- 
famous outrage committed by a number of thieving M. 
P.’s attached the Ninth Ward station house, upon Mr, 
Chandless, of 452 Hudson-street. Mr. Chandless pub- 
lished a handbill sometime since in which he informed 
the public that pigeon-eye Bush, a menial wretch nam. 
ed Demarest, and some other thieves and loafers, at- 
tached to the above named station house, came to his 
store and ¢ook jewelry and money to the amount of sev- 
en hundred and thirty-seven dollars and fifty cents.— 
Whether he got back the whole of his property, does 
not appear; but if he had the good fortune to get anv 
thing near it, he can never be too thankful to divine 
providence; for a more unprincipled and graceless set 
of unmitigated thieves and scamps than the gang who 
committed the depredation upon him, cannot be found 
even among the M. P.’s, Complaints 0/ the most infa- 
mous and aggravated character pour in upon me from 
all quarters, in relation to the outrages committed by this 
standing army of licensed thieves, upon helpless and 
unoffending citizens, As they are jorganized for the 
basest political purposes, and are bound to commit ev- 
ery species ef perjury in behalf of each other, the best 
course for citizens to pursue when insulted or molested 
by any of the ruffians, is to crack their skulls upon the 
spot. This recipe has proved very successful in several 
instances, 





Iyramous.—The Globe, a miserable, time-serving 
sheet which was started by a number of unprincipled 
swindlers who want contracts, and placed under charge 
of a dishonest hoe-boy who obtained a fat sinecure for 
ruining McNulty, says not a word about the only fea- 
tures of the County Meeting, but asserts that the ob- 
noxious nominations were passed unanimously, This 
may have been from ignorance, as the perjured, white 
livered vagabond ran out of the meeting, on receiving a 
few kicks shortly after the organization of the meeting. 
The News, Tilden’s paper, impudently asserts the same 
thing. 

(now ask the ten thousand men who were present to 
remember this—friends and foes, think of it every time 
you see an article in either of these hireling clique or- 
gans, about the truth of which you have any doubt. Is 
it right that such scurvy and unrelieved dogs should be 
receiving the patronage of the democratic party? _Isii 
right that they should be allowed to swindle honest me- 
chanics, by making fortunes out of the labor of honest 
printers on the corporation contracts? But I have stood 
this imposition long enough. I will not spend my life 
in killing off human pismires. I have suffered the 
hunkers to run Fields against me after | was fairly no- 
minated, in 1841, without doing anything to defeat the 
rest of the straw candidates—the same in the case of 
Vandyke, in 1842, This is a losing game. As long 
as they can elect all their other candidates, they don't 
care a pin about the loss of either one of the nonentities 
which they yearly put up for our support. If the Gene- 
ral Commitiee, therefore, attempt to run Tilden, with a 
view of defeating me, my friends and myself wil! use 
our best exertions to DEFEAT TUE REST OF THEIR CaND’- 
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pates. Mark this! Nothing can be fairer. 





Ovsrens.—Persons wishing for a meal of this Juxu 
rious shell-fish, in any of the many varieties in which 
it is usually served up, will find it much to their advar« 
tage, if in that section of the city, to drop in to Tom 
Burns’ Oyster Saloon, No. 323 Hudson street, corner of 
Vandam. Tom is a whole-souled and deserving young 


village. Every thing in his bar too, is of the choices 
quality, and his private rooms for parties are furnished 
in superb style. 





xr Whenever a man denounces certain men whor 
he pretends to know thoroughly, and afterwards sup 
ports them, it is very reasonable to suppose that he ha’ | 
either been whipped or bought into the change. 


xy 1 am prouder of the glorious triumph I achieved | 
on Thursday evening, over the combined forces of my 
enemies, than J would have been at being elected Gover- 

nor in the usual humbug manner. : 








xr Boys! Remember that Tilden was the cause 0! 


mittee in 742, 





Wanted.— Agents wanted in all the principal cities } 
in the Union, to circulate this paper, to whom the bes 
encouragement will be given on application at the office, 
or by letter, post-paid. 





ZF It will be seen by referring to our advertisi"g 
columns, that Wm.’ Wall, Duane street, has refitted 
his porter-house, and is now prepared to serve his cu 
tomers at all hours with the best of wines, liquors, &* 
William is a jolly soul—give him a call, all ye who fee! 
thirsty. 





Tave To His ORDER.—Mr. Sergeant Davy, eminent!" 
the last century, was once upbraided with lowering “'” 
dignity of the profession,” by accepting silver as fe 
from a client. “ I took silver,” he said, “ because I 

not get gold, but I took every rap the fellow had ; and“ 


ou call that lowering the dignity of the profession, ! 
on’t know what the dignity in” —_ 
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“THE DYING GIRL TO HER LOVER. 


well, beloved ! the evening breeze is stealing 


Aare around us, and the low, sweet sigh 
Ps Of waters, murmuring by, _ 
Falls on my soul, in gentle tones revealing 
Visions of future hours, when I shall be 
Thine but in memory ! 
Wilt thou not sometimes wander forth alone 
Beside this tranquil lake, and fondly dwell 
On all we’ve loved so well ? 
And, as the breeze bears forth each plaintive tone, 


Will not my spirit seem to hover near, 
Thy cherished voice to hear? 


Yet must J leave thee, though thy saddened brow 
paler than its wont, and each fond smile 
Fades from thy lip the while; 
gril] would I see thy soul less troubled now, 
Lest mine be won from loftier feelings back 
Unto its earthward track. 


Grows 


fain would I watch thy lonely couch beside, 

When sickness hath o’erspread ay pore cheek 
With fever’s fearful streak ; 

oft have I prayed, let good or ill betide, 

That | might live to catch each breath and tone 
In joy or grief thine own, 


Yet hast thou deemed my warmest love grow cold, 

When all my soul’s fond hopes to thee were given, 
‘Too much estranged from heaven ; 

But there are thoughts and feelings still untold, 

That flow, like buried streams, forever on, 
Unchanging and unknown. 


| had not said so much in by-gone hours, 


But now my soul beats feebly, and each breath 
Seems to me fraught with death ; 
And if to call thee mine, when sorrow lowers, 


Can brighten once again thy liquid eye, 
* ‘Then I can calmly die. 


Calmly could I leave this fair and glowing scene 

Of eve’s soft shadows, and of morning’s beams— 
To bliss of early dreams— 

If less of sorrow on thy brow were seen, 

And hopes of future hours could chase the gloom 
That shrouds the lonely tomb. 


Methinks the night grows chilly, and the breeze 
Seems not to pour its wonted fragrance round ; 
Still fainter grows the sound 
Of night-birds warbling in the mood-lit trees, 
While on my soul fond hopes and yearnings swell : 
Mine own in death, farewell ! 


Brooklyn Correspondence. 


Broektyn, October 29, 1845. 
Watch, have an eye to the bucket, 
For I have not done with éiem yet. 
To the Editor of The Sublerranean: 

Sir,—The democratic nominations, for Members of 
Assembly, being now completed, that is, the nominations 
of the old hunkers, or, as the celebrated Wm. Cobbett 
once termed the English House of Lords, the “ Hospi- 
sl of Incurables,” the mind naturally turns in upon 
iself, and attempts with vain effort, to scrutinize, or in- 1 
vestigate the respective merits and qualifications of these 
favored nominees, for the very important duties they 
will be required to perform. ‘The names of these gen- 
demen, are John A. Voorhies, of Flatlands, and Gama- 
liel King of the city of Brooklyn. It is highly probable, 
perhaps they actually are, very excellent and meritori- 
ous private citizens. But it is not my business whether 
they are good fathers, and indulgent husbands, or the 
contrary. With their private characters I do not inter- 
fere. But, as they are now put prominently before the 
public as legislators, by anticipation, I consider it an 
obligation that | owe to the people, to endeavor to ascer- 
tain their capacity and fitness for the onorous task that 
is about to be imposed on them. 

If report speaks truly, and be it recollected, I advance 
nothing from personal knowledge, Mr. Voorhies is 4 
respectable, perhaps intelligent farmer, and, no doubt, 
highly esteemed in the circle of his acquaintances, and 
in his own neighborhood. But his capacity and talents 
for legislation are quite another thing. It must be per- 
manently remembered, that he will not be called upon 
to make laws for the petty county of Kings, with the 
different interests of which he may perhaps be partially 
acquainted ; but he will be required to provide for the 
legislative wants of the great State of New York, with 
the different wants and wishes of very varied popula- 
tion, of which he may have acquired but a slight know- 
ledge, or perhaps nene at all, It is then obvious that 
such a representative must be but indifferently qualified 
for the exercise of those functions which will constitute 
avery considerable portion of his labors ; and conse- 
quently a very inefficient advocate of the interests of 
the people. 1 may be disappointed in the peculiar view 
I take of the case, and I shall be rejoiced to find subse- 
quently that such is the case ; but I fear, from the very 
unique and unexpected selection that the convention has 
made, that my anticipations are but too well founded. 

With regard to Mr. King, I can speak with a leetle 
more precision; I have seen and read several of this 
gentleman’s compositions in the shape of contracts and 
specifications, and I assert it without fear of contradic- 
tion, that their phraseology would not satisfy Webster, 
in point of orthography, nor Murray, in point of gram- 
mar. I need hardly add, that a representative of such 
homely and unenviable qualifications, must be very su- 
perficially skilled in the complex and intricate science of 
legislation. 

Well, but it may be urged by the adherents and sup- 
porters of Mr. King, that he is a practical mechanic, 
and will therefore represent the interests of meehanics 
with advantage and effect. I hope he will, if he be 
elected ; but that I very much doubt; yet, in reply to 
these supposed assertions of Mr. King’s friends, itmay 
be inquired, is he honest, is he capable, is he intelligent ? 
If he be all these, he will answer their expectations and 
fulfill their wishes. But it may be reasonably doubted, 
whether a person who is defective in spelling can be ef- 
fcient in legislation. 

To be brief, the whole affair has so much the appear- 
ance of old hunkerism about it, that there seems to be 
every rational belief that it is but another artifice of that 
desperate gang of public thieves to delude the people 
once more for their own selfish ends. I sincerely hope, 
however, that the laborers and mechanics of Brooklyn 
and of the county of Kings, in general, will, at the pre- 
Sent important juncture, make a strenuous effort to pro- 
cure an equitable modification of that iniquitous lien 
law, that was saddled on them by the rascality of Rod- 
ney Church, Nat. Waring & Co. A more speciously 
delusive law was never devised, for the wholesale rob- 
bery of a confiding and unsuspecting class of people. 
Citizens of Brooklyn, are you nearly sick of Rodney’s 
One-sided legislation? In conclusion, I will propose an 
infallible test, by which the very simplest citizen may 
know whether the present nominees are old hunkers, or 
Hot; just send a deputation to Owen Colgan, but let 
them not taste one drop of the Irish Whiskey Punch, 


in the affirmative, then you may be certain they are 
Honkers; if he hesitate, or dissent, you may rely on it, 
they are honest, independent men, however incompetent 
they may be. 

As I have casually touched upon the practices of these 
conventions and * Standing Committees,” let me ask 
you, citizens of Brooklyn, are they irresponsible bodies, 
or not? Have their constituents any control over them 
after they have been delegated? Not in the least ; they 
just act arbitrarily and as despotically as the Emperor 
of China does over his subjects. To illustrate this, let 
me ask, did the citizens of Brooklyn instruct the Stand- 
ing Committee to recommend Jonathan Rogers to be 
store-keeper in the Navy Yard? Assuredly not; yet 
they have done so. I must bring these irresponsible 
bodies under the direct and damning notice of the peo- 
ple shortly. 

I have just got a word in passing, to say to our “little 
District Attorney,” and one or two questions also to 
ask him. 

Pray, Mr. District Attorney, how have you disposed 
of the twelve men whe were indicted for beating the 
two watchmen, Carmody and Greene, on the night of 
the 9th of September last? Did you put them upon 
their trial? If you did, they must either have been ac- 
quitted or convicted. How then comes it they are at 
large? Has sentence been suspended until after the 
election? Or is it because they exactly amounted to 
the apostolic number, that such indulgence has been ex- 
tended to them? Pray, explain this mystery, Mr. N. 
B. Morse, for the enlightenment of us poor, ignorant, 
party-ridden voters. Will you also give us a commen- 
tary, in your usual eloquent strain, with arms a-kimo, 
upon Rodney’s grinning act? This is very important, 
as grinning has become so very common in these latter 
days; and the citizens at large, are anxious to know if 
grinning at a scoundrel subjects them to be held to bail 
in $500, for twelve months. Do, Mr. Morse, point out 
the act, chapter, and section that authorises the infliction 
of this punishment. Mr. Vanderbilt will help you to 
“consider” it, during the next ensuing twelve months; 
as the judiciary of the county of Kings seem to be as 
fond of the apostolic number, ¢welve, as algebraists are 
of the number nine. Do not disappoint the expectations 
of your devoted fellow-eitizens, Mr. Morse; enlighten 
them with a feeble ray of your legal lore. 

I have no time this week to take cognizance of certain 
malpractices of the Navy Yard, that have come under 
my notice lately, but they shall receive due attention 
next week. I shall also pay my respects to the kilndried 
alderman of the Fifth Ward, T. J. Gerald, and shew 
fully, lucidly, and comprehensively, by what means he 
acquired property. In the meantime, I hope he will 
have the goodness to tell us who cut the leaf out of the 
“ Street Commissioner’s” book, and how it came to be 
fastened in again, by two wafers; for thereby hangs a 
tale. 

Will Rodney Church tell ? 

Jacor Patcaen’s Guost, 


, 





[For the Subterranean, } 
STUMP CANDIDATE. 

THE GENUINE SPIRIT OF DEMOCRACY 
AGAINST THE TYRANNY OF KING 
CAUCUS. 

I offer myself as a candidate for the office of Register 
of the City and County of New York, and ask the suf- 
frages of my fellow-citizens, I de not scek the office 
for its emoluments. I believe that no office ine demo- 
cracy should yield more than $1000 per year, and that 
the receipts of every office over that sum should go into 
the public t.easury for the education of the children of 
the poor, If, fellow-citizens, you will elect me to this 
office, 1 solemnly pledge myself to carry out this prin- 
ciple at once, and to place to the credit of the School 
Fund of this city the surplus over this sum, until the 
Legislature makes it a salaried office. It is the high 
emoluments of the offices of this country which have 
caused so much corruption and villainy among political 
leaders. ‘Take, for instance, the office before you, and 
look at the applicants of both of the} great / political 
parties at this time. Go to Tammany Hall, see King 
Caucus, like an auctioneer, holding up this office to the 
highest bidder, and already have the ears of Democra- 
cy been insulted by a bid from a partisan for the nomi- 
nation of Register. Leok at the unblushing effrontery 
of the whig candidate for this office, nightly attending 
temperance meetings and spouting his heartless oratory, 
and calling God to witness the sincerity of his heart.— 
Was ever the barefacedness of political heartlessness 
carried so far before as to insult the humble workers of 
that great and glorious cause of humanity. To such 
corrupt and unholy means has the high emoluments of 
this office driven its candidates, and I proclaim cternal 
war against such utter political villainy, I advocate 
the election by the people of every office, from the high- 
est to the lowest in the country, and against vesting the 
power of appointment in any place but the ballot box.— 
This is the genius of democracy, and the only plan to 
elevate the whole mass of mankind. If the doctrines of 
elections be unsafe and calculated to disturb the repose 
and to unsettle the stability of society, then is our whole 
system of government absolutely wrong—a mere de- 
ceptive scheme, and the sooner it is exploded the better. 
But | believe in the practicability of a pure democracy ; 
such a democracy as was known in the great political 
convulsion of 76, baptised amid the fire of battle, and 
consecrated by the blood of the revolutionary martyrs. 
The first step to crush the tyranny of party is to reduce 
all offices to a salary sufficient to yield no more than a 
decent living to the incumbent. if you believe in this 
doctrine, then I ask your vote. To carry out this prin- 
ciple, on the day of election write as follows: 

For Register. 
WILLIAM JAY HASKETT, 


and on the back of it write “ County,” and then depo- 
sit it in the ballot box, and then the glorious war shall 
have commenced. 

Fellow-citizens, one more word—Vote for a Conven- 
tion and for the amendments pespene- Do your duty, 
my temperance friends. I would not ask one of you to 
vote for me because our hearts and hands have been 
joined, and because we have toiled in a glorious cause 
together. If you do not believe, as I do, in the practi- 
cability of a pure demociacy, manifested by the election 
of every officer—if you do not believe in the elevation 
of the whole mass of your fellow-men, whom God hath 

athered from the ends of the earth around this, the last 
ape of human liberty—if you are willing to chain 
yourselves and your children to the car of King Cau- }. 
cus, and to become the willing victims of the od ope 
and corruption of political villians—if you would curse 
your children with ignorance and with a slavery more 
tyrannous than that of a monarchy—the slavery of 
mercenary wretches who gamble with your political 
rights to pamper their depravity at your expense—if 
you are unwilling to shake of their shackles, then I ask 
not your vote—I would not receive it. Fellow-citizens, 
vote for a Convention and the proposed amendments. 
Fo to the polls—do your duty, and the triumph of these 
doctrines Is safe. 
Your fellow-democrat 





and ask him if he approves of the nominees ; if he reply 


WILLIAM JAY HASKETT. 


Tue Facrory Giaus.—The effort which has been 
made by the factory girls of Pittsburg to reduce the 
number of working hours, has been variously noticed 
by our brethren of the press. Some treat it jocularly, 
some sneeringly, some impertinently, and but few with 
that degree of gravity and seriousness which, in our 
judgmeat, its importance demands. We do not now 
propose to enter upon the discussion of the principles 
which we consider involved, further than to say, that it 
strikes us that there are principles and considerations 
involved in this matter, far beyond the mere movement 
of the female operatives at Pittsburg. It illustrates the 
oppression of a system, which, where it has been long- 
est tried, has done its “ perfect work.” In England it 
has reduced the operative, man and woman, to the low- 
est degree of suffering, destitution, and moral degrada- 
tion, in which it is possible for human beings to exist. 
Naked, starving, over-worked, and oppressed—driven 
like beasts, and treated like beasts, till the spirit and the 
feelings of humanity are crushed and destroyed, and 
they sink down to what they consider their destiny, 
with scarcely a struggle to reclaim their rights or better 
their condition. Such are some of the effects which 
flow from the protective system in England—such the 
protection which the capital and corporate humanily give 
to the workingman, where it has been longest tried. Is 
it supposed that the system will work differently here? 
Are the protectionists, the capitalists, the manufacturers 
more humane, and just, and liberal here than in Eng- 
land? Their treatment of their operatives upon all oc- 
casions, as well as in the case we are now considering, 
shows that the very same mercenary and oppressive 
spirit operates on both sides of the Atlantic. Ourown 
manufacturers are the less excusable, however, because 
they have claimed protection from the Government on 
the ground that it was for the benefit of the working- 
man, This is the argument which they have kept con- 
spicuous on all occasions, and with which they have 
been enabled to delude and beguile into their purposes 
the greater part of the operatives themselves. But have 
they made good these promises? Have they advanced 
the wages of the operative in proportion to the protec- 
tion, operating in the nature of a bounty, afforded them 
by the Government? On the contrary, have they not 
seized every epportunity to add to their labors and les- 
sen their wages? The pride of capital, and the avarice 
of those who control it, never relax. Those who are 
weakest, they most oppress. It is the helpless woman 
whose rights are least respected, because her weakness 
least fits her to defend them. And, indeed, we see and 
hear daily of too much of the disposition every where 
amongst employers to beat down the female laborer to 
the lowest pittance of wages upon which it is possible 
to live. In meekness and silence they bear this oppres- 
sion and injustice, and its panes effects is scarcely 
known, except to their employers and themselves. But 
this state of things cannot last. Public opinion, in this, 
as in all other matters in this free Government, must 
give the law upon this subject. ‘The women in our fac- 
tories Must not only not be overworked, but must there, 
and every where else in this country, receive an ade- 
quate reward for their labor. 

We have some facts to illustrate the conduct of em- 
ployers in their treatment of those women who work for 
them, which we shall take some early occasion to lay 
before our readers. We are determined to battle iw be- 
half of this = class, until some respect and some 
security for their rights and interests are established.— 
Constuiution. 





Wuar ts Man ?—What is man in the midst of na- 
ture? A cipher in respect to the infinite, and all in 
comparison with nonenity—a mean betwixt nothing and 
all. He is infinitely far removed from the two extremi- 
ties; and his being is not less distant from the nothing- 
ness whence he was drawn, than from the infinite in 
which he is ingulfed. In order of intelligent things, his 
intelleet holds the same rank that his body does in the 
expanse of nature; all he can do is to discern some 
phenomena from the midst of things, in eternal despair 
of ever knowing their beginning or their end. All 
things came from nothing, and extend even to the infi- 
nite. Who can follow this progress? The author of 
these marvels understands them; to all others they are 
unintelligible. We burn with desire to know every 
thing, and to build a tower which shall rise evento the 
heavens. But our whole edifice cracks, and the earth 
opens beneath us even to the abyss. .... Manis the 
feeblest branch of nature, but it isa branch that thinks. 
It is not necessary that the whole universe should rise in 
arms to crush him. A vapor, a drop of water, isenough 
to kill him. But if the universe should crush him, he 
would still be nobler than that which causes his death; 
for he knows that he is dying, and the universe knows 
nothing of its power over him. 





Sunrise at Parermo.—The city of Palermo yet lay 
in the darkness ef an autumnal night, although the 
gloom was giving place to the dusk of approaching 
sunrise. A rcsy blush tinged the eastern sky ; and while 
the busy city and its crowded harbor still remained in 
scarce lessened shade, a ray of light shot over them and 
glided up the summit of the lofty mountain of Pellegri- 
no on the west. Quickly it spread lower and lower, 
adown its wooded sides—and soon it tipped with radi- 
ance the battlements of the Torie di Baych, the broad 
keep of the Royal palace of Alcazar and the lofty tow- 
er of the old cathedral, beside the dusky harbor. Soon 
the tepmost masts of the largest galleys in the port 
caught the slanting sunbeams; and flag after flag, and 
banner after banner, of the many vessels that either 
traded with this emporium of Europe, or lingered amid 
its pleasures on their way to or from the Holy Land, 
fluttered gaily in the morning sun. For awhile their 
heavy hulls and storied forecastles threw broad and pro- 
longed shadows upon the dark brown waves beside 
them; but, in another quarter of an hour, those had 
shrunk back to the western side of the several vessels; 
a sun ray glanced along the dancing wavelets; and the 
whole Kalah and splendid bay of Palermo broke into 
azure spangles and flashed back a smiling welcome to 
the glorious giver of its beauty—Dolman’s Magazine, 





W onperrut Pressrvation.—On Friday, of last week, 
as we learn from the Maine Farmer, four oxen passed 
through Dover, Me., on their way to Orone. These 
oxen, together with forty or fifty others, were “turned 
out” in the fall near Moose Head Lake, nearly two years 
ago, but could not be found, until last week, though dil- 
igent search was made for them last spring. They 
were accidentally discovered near Mount Katahdn, and 
were in first rate order, although they had not a lock of 
hay all last winter. Thus they r d over thousands 
and thousands of acres, eating nothing but brows and 
brakes. When discovered, they appeared to be as pleas- 
ed as achild after a long absence from its mother, and 
run up and around the man so as almost to endanger 
his life. 


An Exce.iant Sentimenr—Frederika Bremer, the 
talented Swedish authoress, remarks: “ We should not 
preach so much to people, we should give them an inter- 
est in life, something to love, something to live for; we 
should, if possible, make them happy, or put them in a 
way to happiness—then would u i 

~~ soos? they nquestionably be- 











i 


Man’s ProGress.—Animals make no progress. The 
hexagonal cells of bees were as accurately measured 
and finished a thousand years ago as they are at the 
present day. It isnot so with man, who is born for 
eternity. He is ignorant at first, but constantly acquires 
knowledge, not only from his own experience, but from 
the accumulated wisdom of his predecessors. Men are 
now very nearly in the same condition that the ancient 
philosophers would have arrived at, if they could have 
lived till our times, constantly adding to their knowledge 
what they might have acquired by study during so ma- 
ny centuries. All the generations of men during so 
many ages ought to be considered only as one man, who 
lives forever, and is continually learning. Hence, how 
improper it is to respect philosophers for their antiquity ! 
For as old age is the period fartherest removed from in- 
fancy, who does not see that the old age of this univer- 
sal man ought not to be sought for in years nearest to 
his birth, but in those most remote from it? Those 
whom we call the ancients were truly young in all 
things, and formed the infancy of mankind. As we 
have joined to their knowledge the experience of the 
ages which came after them, it is in us that this antiqui- 
ty is to be found which we are wont to ask for in others. 
—Pascal. 


xp Will R. V. W. Thorne & Co. of Brooklyn ex- 
plain to the public by what accident it happened that 
Isaacs, the defaulting clerk of Messrs. Holtord, Brank- 
er & Co. for whom Thorne & Co. have been doing bu- 
siness for a long time, took private passage on board 
their brig, the “ Sally Anne,” for Jamaica, under the 
assumed name of Henrickson? It is presumed that the 
confidential clerk of a house with which they were so 
intimately connected, might possibly be known to them. 
I pause for a reply. 


a> FEMALE BEAU T Y—How lost by inattention 
to the hair, the finest decoration to the person. The 
Balm of Columbia, from 21 Courtlandt-st., only should 
be used to make the hair grow in its original luxuriance, 
and cur! in beautiful brilliancy, being thereby perfectly 
free from dandruff. 


3% ALLEN’S BALSAM OF LIVERWORT is 
acknowledged by Physicians the only thing known on 
which reliance may be placed for a perfect cure for con- 
sumption, Itis prepared by Wm. A. Tyler, and sold 
at 21 Courtlandt-st. 


a> The true and genuine MAGICAL PAIN EX- 
TRACTOR can only be had in this city from 21 Court- 
landt-street, and 139 Fulton-st. Brooklyn. Brand with 
falsehood all who pretend to the contrary. 

At the same places the SUGAR COATED PILLS, 
at 6d per box. 




















3-> The deaf have a legal right to remain so, but not 
a moral right to annoy their friends thereby, Doctor 
McNAIR’S ACOUSTIC OIL tor Deafness is so sure 
to cure, and can be had at 21 Courtlandt-st. and 13 
Fulton-st. Brooklyn. 


x SPANGLER’S SALT RHEUM OINTMENT, 
at 21 Courtlandt-st., warranted to cure. 


= DALLEY’S MAGICAL PAIN EXTRAC- 
TOR, at 21 Courtlandt-st., warranted genuine, under a 
penalty of $500, at half price. 


= Sands’ and Bristol’s SARSAPARILLA for sale 
at 21 Courtlandt-st. nl 














x Watsn’s Boox anp Periopicat Depot, 328 1-2 
Broapway—Where will be kept constantly for sale a 
good assortment of the popular works of the day, com- 
prising Books, Periodicals, Monthly and Weekly pub- 
lications, together with a choice selection of stationery, 
such as are usually kept at Periodical Depots. 

The public are invited to call and examine. 


‘THE BRILLIANT, 
(No. 330 Broadway—between Pearl and Anthony.) 


The subscribers having taken the above premises, 
which they have fitted up in a style, at least equal, to 
avy other establishment in the city, are now prepared 
to accommodate their numerous friends, and the public 
generally, with everything in their line of the very first 
quality. Their bar is lentifully supplied with the 
choicest Ales, Wines, bi uors, and Segars, and Re- 
freshments, and nothing shall be wanting, upon their 
part, to add to the comfort of those who may favor them 
with a call. 

N. B.—For the accommodation of those who are en- 
gaged until a late hour in theatres, printing offices, etc., 
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the Brilliant will, until further notice, be kept open all 
night. JOSEPH JEWELL, 
nl JOHN LING. 





~ WILLIAM WALL, 147 DUANE STREET, 
Having recently refitted and refurnished his establish- 
ment, begs leave to invite his friends and the public to 
give himacall. He =e constantly for sale Wines, 

iquors, Segars, &c., of the choicest quality, with which 
he will be happy to serve them at all times. oc25tf 

JAMES McGAY, 
COUNSELLOR AT LAW, 
No. 20 Chambers Strect, up stairs. 

Every department of legal business attended to with 

promptitude and fidelity. 
j2l 3m 





ED. W. FAGAN, 
Engraver, 
293 Broadway, (Lafarge Buildings.) 


ENGRAVING in all its branches, executed with 
neatness and despatch. july5 6m 


oe DANIEL MAJOR, 
Altorney and Counsellor at Law, Solicitor in Chancery, 
r ~ \emead in Admiralty, 48 Centre-street, New- 
ork. 
i> Mr. M. attends to civil and criminal business in the 
State Courts, and in the Circuit & District Courts 
of the United States. 


WARREN HALL, 
Corner of Pearl and Elm Streets. 
THE subscriber would respectfully inform his friends 
and the public that he has recently fitted up and opene ! 
the above establishment, where all who favor him witha 
» a will always find him ready to endeavor to please 


His Bar is well stocked with the best Liqvors, Stars 
and MENTS, 
JOHN WARREN: 


jel4w4 
OxTO’S COTTAGE, 
HOBOKEN. . 

This delightful retreat has been splendidly fitted up 
for the present season, and no pains or e have 
been spared by the proprietor in promoting the comfort 
of his visiters. A fine view of the Hudson River and 
New-York city is had from the balcony and extensive 
gardens in the rear of this establishment, and ladies and 
gentlemen patronising it will find the ice-creams and 
other refreshments of the very choicest quality — the 
waiters civil and obliging, the best of order invari- 
ably preserved by a strong police specially provided by 
him for that purpose. 

The bars are well stocked with the best wines, liquors, 
segars, etc, june2l LOUIS SCHWAR 

















EPHRAIM SWEENY’S 
DINING ROOMS, 
No. 66 Chatham street, N. Y. 
To the New York Public.—The subscriber has open- 
ed on the second floor of his highly celebrated and popu- 
lar rooms, one of the most novel and elegant saloons in 
the country ever intended for public business, where 
gentlemen or private parties may be served in the best 
manner with Breakfasts, Dinners, and Suppers, as com- 
fortable and quiet as in their own private parlors. The 
extensive arrangement made in the cooking department 
will insure to those who prefer this mode of living, one 
hundred and seventy-eight Dishes served up in a style 
surpassing any thing yet attempted, and at prices to cor- 
respond with reason, asevery thing has been got up in 
my own peculiar style. I would most 1espectfully in- 
vite all those who would encourage the march of im- 
provement, to call and be satisfied to what perfection the 
most humble business may, with perseverance, be eleva- 
ted to. EPHRAIM SWEENY. 
je7 tf 
ROOT BEER AND GINGER POP. 

The subscriber having been for many years engaged 
in manufacturing the above healthy and agreable be- 
verages, and having paid great attentton to improving 
the same, is now enabled to furnish all who may favor 
him with their custom, with Root Beer and Ginger Pop, 
greatly superior to any other article manufactured. Al! 
the dobaeteen drugs which are so freely used by some, 
and which prove so detrimental to the health of consu- 
mers, are entirely avoided, and the medicinai qualities 
ofthe ingredients used, are strictly purifying and invi- 
gorating in theirtendency. All orders will be aed 
attended to by RICHARD SCOTT, 
au 338 Stanton street. 








' The Bee Hive, — 
No. 43 Cuampers-Sr, (late the Savings Bank.) 
MAJOR FRITZ 


HAS taken the above establishment, which he has fit- 
ted up in the most magnificent style for the acbommo- 
dation of his friends and customers. The house is de- 
Reutty situated, and as cool and well ventilated as 
any inthe city. His Bar is well stocked with the most 
superb wines and liquors, and his segars are of the 
choicest brands and most exquisite flavor. 

The Major will always be gratified to meet his old 
friends and fellow soldiers. july12 sf 





Tobacco. 
SAMUEL G. CORNELL, 


Manufacturer of Chewing and Smoking Tobacco, 174 
Front Street, N. Y. 


In offering this Tobacco to the public, the monufactu- 
rer is fully canfident that it will be found fully equal to 
any in market, nojpains or expense having been spared 
in bringing it to its present unrivalled perfection. 

Customers will be served regularly in any part of the 
city or vicinity, by leaving their orders at the store, or 
with the vender, ROBERT DODGE. 
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HARRIS’ CITY OYSTER SALOON. 
Corner of Mott and Chatham-Sts 


D. HARRIS would peepueney inform his friends 
and the public (partieularly those who have not visited his 
establishment) that he has one of the largest and most 
elegent Saloons in the City, occupying the whole lower 
part of that large new building, Corner of Mott and 
Cnatham-streets, where he serves up Oysters Fried or 
Stewed for one shilliug, enoupaseat by any other es- 
tablishment in the United States. Families can be sup- 
plied with any quantity of oyesters on the most. liberal 
terms as he has a vessel directly in the oyster trade, 

N. B.—Private rooms for Ladies—entrance in Mott 
Street, w* 
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THE FASHION, 
Corner of Reade street and Manhattan Place—(a few 
doors East of Broadway.) 


This house, formerly known as the STAR, has just 
been @pened by the iy een remy where they will be 
happy to receive a call from their numerous friends.— 
The establishment is now fitted up in a degree of splen- 
dor, unsurpassed by that of any other house in the city, 
and parties or individuals will be served with every 
thing the market affords. ‘The second story is divided 
into neat rooms of various sizes for the accommodation 
of ladies and gentlemen wishing supper, and it is fur- 
nished with a PrivaTe ENTRANCE in ashavean Prace. 

The bar is stocked with a plentiful supply of the 
most. superb wines and liquors, and the segars are of 
the choicest brands. Every attention paid to the com- 
fort of visitors, HENRY CHANFRAU. 
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Willow Grove Pavilion, __ 
WILLIAMSBURG. 


THE above fashionable place of resort is now open 
for the season. The house is pleasantly situated, ad- 
joining Bushwick Creek, about three minutes walk from 
Grand or Houston street Ferries. 

The proprietor begs leave to announce to his friends 
and the inhabitants of Williamsburg, New York, and 
its vicinity, that he has opened the above named place, 
where can be had the cheicest collection of Wines, Se- 
gars and other Refreshments. His accommodations for 
bathing parties are exeellent, and free of charge. 

ry Plain Liquors 3 cents. Superior Punches 6 1-4 
cents. W. 4H. CH, Proprietor. 

Williamsburg, July 18, 1845, &f 


= LOOK FOR THE HUNTERIAN DIPSEN- 
SARY, and be it known to all men that the proprietor 
and physician acknowledges no superior in the treatment 
of secret diseases. When his long and successful ex- 
perience is supported by that well known, faithful and 
confidential never failing remedy, and friend of the af- 
flicted, ‘“ Dr. Hunter's Red Drop.” All attempts at 
competition must sink in insignificance, as it has always 
maintained its position as the only conqueror of these 
diseases, in spite ef all the malignant and interested 
mountebank competitors. Terms always one dollar 

r vial. Advice freely given at any time, the object 
feing the greatest of the greatest number, and for 
the benefit of the afflicted, far and near, when all else 
seems but despair. Dispensary and — rooms, No. 
3 Division street. Full directions and a treatise accom- 
pany each vial. july 19 3mis 


NO CURE—NO PAY! 
POSITIVELY NO ODIOUS QUACKERY. 
To Purify the Blood.—A genuine remedy that has 
been tested for the last 100 years, not in Hurope, but 
Down East, and the northern states generally, wanufac- 
tured from the best articles that w under the sun, 


viz: Sarsaparilla, Yellow-dock, Burdock, together with 
for itself without the least heralding or —- ry 
, unded. It is 
for all impurities arising from 
To be had in bottles, at 50 cents. 


a dozen other Roots equally pnrifying. This medicine 
has been known as an Old Wuman’s Cure. It will 
it, and if not genuine, get your rye re: 

To be had at 259 Houston-st. east of Bow or 115 
First-st. New-York, only. ry; 

air If a cure is noteffected, no 
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pay will be required. 








LEWIN’S 
Cheap Shirt Depot and Furnishing Establishment. 
Constantly on hand and for sale cheaper than at any 
other store in the city, the most fashionable style of 
Shirts, Scarfs, Suspenders, 
Bosoms, Gloves, 
Collars, Stocks, Handkerchiefs, 
Drawers and Hosiery of all descriptions. 
As there are stores in this city that try to com 
with.this estabhishment, please to remember 
ber of 
Lewin’s only Shirt Depot, 68 1-2 Chatham Street; 
Five doors from Duane st. New-York. m24 


A FINE FISH CHOWDER is served up at Cuar 
tey Conant’s Tremont House, corner of Orchard and 
Division-street, every Thursday, from 4 to 11 o’clock P 


Cravats, 


pete 
the aum- 
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M., free. The Bar is at all times supplied with t= 
choicest Liquors m3, 
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_ Though I shall not pretend to compare their talents 
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THE BLIND HARPER, 
Rest thee, companion ot my toilsome way, 
And thou, my gentle guide. Beside the fount, 
That with its plashy coolness bathes my hand, 
And sends its dewy moisture to my brow, 
We'll sit—till the fresh breath of evening comes 
To cool the burning air;—for I am faint 
Beneath the burthen of the summer’s day, 
And feel my limbs bowed down with weariness. 
And thy step too, my boy, has been less light, 
Thy tone less buoyant, than when morning flowers 
Were fresh beneath thy feet. How faintly now 
Rustles the drooy.ing foliage—as the wind 
Comes like the breath of infancy, when hushed 
In gentle slumber on the mother’s breast. 
How beautiful must be this visible world 
To those, whose sense can drink the glorious light 
Shed over nawure’s face!—for whom, the day 
Fresh dawning brings, in newer loveliness, 
The rich and treasured beauties, which the earth 
Pours forth in glad profusion! For my soul 
A world of unpierced darkness lics before— 
The past a waste—whence memory cannot pluck 
One solitary blossom, Closed to me 
Are nature’s stores of joy. In vain the sun 
Sheds blessings down from his ambrosial throne 
Upon a thousand clarms—the lone old man 
Beholds them not. The voice of birds in spring, 
The whispered music of the murmuring stream, 
The hum of insects, and the myriad tones 
Of love and life, that on the liberal air— 
Fraught with the perfumes of the breezy flowers— 
Float like the breathings of some heavenly dream, 
Are vuneless music to a weary heart, 

And thou, my harp, last solace, tho’ thy notes 
Axe dear to him who wakes them, though the wild, 
Sad, melody thou utterest brings back 
The visions of my youth, and all I loved; 

Yet soon the hand that trembles o’er thee now, 
Shall strike thy chords no more—withered and rent, 
Like me, thou’lt lie neglected—rudely swept 

By stern and wintry winds—or crushed beside 
Thy master’s grave his fitting monument. 
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DEMOSTHENES AND CICERO COMPARED. 

These are the most memorable circumstances in the 
lives of Demosthenes and Cicero that could bé collected 
from the historians which have come to our knowledge. 


for speaking, yetthis I think I ought to observe, that 
Demosthenes, by the exertion of all his powers, both 
natural and acquired, upon that object only, came to ex- 
ceed in energy and strength, the most celebrated plead- 
ers of his time; in grandeur and magnificence of style, 
all that were eminent for the sublime of declamation ; 
and in accuracy and art, the most able professors of 
rhetoric, 

Cicero’s studies were more gencral; and, in his trea- 
sury of knowledge, he had a great variety. He has 
left us a number of philosophical tracts, which he com- 
posed upon the principles of the academy. And we 
see something of an ostentation of learning in the very 
erations which he wrote for the forwi and the bar. 

Theirdifferent tempers are discernable from their way 
of writing. ‘That of Demosthenes, without any cmbel- 
lishments of wit and humor, is always grave and scri- 
ous. Nor does it smell of the lamp, as Pytheas taunting- 
ly said, but of the water-drinker, of the man of thought, 
of one who was characterized by the austerities of life. 
But Cicero, who loved to indulge his vein of pleasantry, 
so much affected the wit that he sometimes sunk into the 
buffoon; and by affecting gaiety in the most serious 
things to serve his client, he has offended against the 
rules of propriety and decorum. 

When Cato impeached Murena, Cicero, who was 
then consul, undertook his defence; and, in his plead- 
ing, took occasion to ridicule several paradoxes of the 
stoics, because Cato was of that sect. He succeeded so 
far as to raise a laugh in the assembly; and even a- 
mong the judges. Upon which Cato smiled, and said 
to those who sat by him, “ What a pleasant consul we 
have!” Cicero, indeed, was naturally facetious, and he 
not only loved his jest, but his countenance was gay 
and smiling. Whereas Demosthenes hada care and 
thoughtfulness in his aspect, which he seldom or never 
put off. Llence his enemies, as he confesses, called him 
a morose, ill-natured man, 

It appears also from their writings, that Demosthenes, 
when he touches upon his own praise, does it with an 
inoffensive delicacy, Indeed, he never gives into it at 
all, but when he has some great point in view; and on 
all other occasions is extremely modest. But Cicero, 
in his orations, speaks in such high tenns of himself, 
that it is plain that he hada most intemperate vanity, 
Thus he cries out: 

Let arms revere the robe, the waraior’s laurel 
Yield to the palm of cloquence. 

At length he came to commend not only his own ac- 
tions and operations in the commonwealth, but his ora- 
tions too, as well those which he had only pronounced 
as those which he had committed to writing, as if, with 
a juvenile vanity, he were vying with the rhetoricians 
Isocrates and Anaximenes, instead of being inspired 
with the great ambition of guiding the Roman pcople; 

Fierce in the field, and dreadful to the foe. 

It is necessary, indeed, for a statesman to have the 
advantage of eloquence; but it is mean and illiberal to 
rest in such a qualification, or to hunt after praise in 
that quarter. In this respect Demosthenes bchaved 
with more dignity, with a superior elevation of soul.— 
He said, “ His ability to explain himself was a mere 
acquisition; and not so perfect but that it required great 
candor and indulgence in the audience.” He thought 
it must be, as indeed it is, only a low and little mind 
tliat can value itself upon such attainments. 

They both, undoubtedly, had political abilities, as well 
as powers to persuade. ‘They had them in such a de 
gree that men who had armies at their devotion, stood 
in need of their support. ‘Thus Chares, Diopithes and 
and Leosthenes availed themselves of Demosthenes — 
Pompey and young Cresar, of Cicero; as Cesar him 
self acknowledges in his commentarics addressed to 
Agrippa and Mecenas. 

It is an observation no less just than common, that 
nothing makes sothorough a trial of a man’s disposition 
as power and authority: fur they awake every passion, 
and discover every latent vice. Demosthenes never had 
an opportunity for a trial of this kind. He never ob- 
tained any eminent charge; nor did he lead those ar- 
mies against Philip which his eloquence had raised. 

But Cicero went questor into Sicily, and proconsnl 
into Silicia and Cappadocia; at a time, too, when ava- 
rice reigned without control; when the governors of 
provinces, thinking it beneath them to take a clandes- 
tine advantage, fell to open plunder; when to take ano- 
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THE SUBTERRANEAN. 
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ther’s property was thought no great crime, and he who 


took moderately passed for a man of character. Yet, at 
such a time as this, Cicero gave many proofs of his con- 
tempt of money; many ef his humanity and goodness. 
At Rome, with a title only of consul, he had an abso- 
lute and dictatorial power against Cataline and his ac- 
complices. On which oceasion he verified the predic- 
tion of Plato: “ That every state will be delivered from 
its calamities, when, by the favor of fortune, great pow- 
er unites with wisdom and justice in one person.” 

It is mentioned, to the disgrace of Demosthenes, that 
his eloquence was mercenary—that he privately com- 
posed orations both for Phormio and Apollodorus, tho’ 
adversaries in the same cause. ‘To which we may add, 
that he was suspected of receiving money from the king 
of Persia, and condemned for taking bribes of Harpa- 
lus. Supposing some of these the calumnies cf those 
who wrote against him, (and they are not few,) yet it 
is impossible to affirm that he was proof against the 
presents which were sent him by princes, as marks of 
honor and respect. ‘This was too much to be expected 
from a man who vested his money at interest upon ships. 
Cicero, on the other hand, had magnificent presents sent 
him by the Sicilians, when he was edile; by the king 
of Cappadocia, when proconsul ; and his friends press- 
ed him to receive their benefactions when in exile; yet, 
as we have already observed, he refused them all. 

The banishment of Demosthenes reflected infamy up- 
on him; for he was convicted of taking bribes: that of 
Cicero, great honor; because he suffered for destroying 
traitors, who had vowed the ruin oftheir country. The 
former, therefore, departed without exciting pity or re- 
gret: for the latter, the senate changed their habit, con- 
tinued in mourning, and could not be persuaded to pass 
any act till the people had recalled him. 

Cicero, indeed, spent the time of his exile in an inac- 
tive manner in Macedonia; but with Demosthenes it 
was a busy pcriod in his political character. Then it 
was that he went to the several cities of Greece, strength- 
ened the common interest, and defeated the designs of 
the Macedonian ambassadors: in which respect he 
discovered a much greater regard for his country than 
Themistocles and Alcibiades, when under the same mis- 
fortune. 

After his return, he pursued his former plan of gov- 
erument, and continued the war with Antipater and the 
Macedonians. Whereas Lelius reproached Cicero in 
full senate with sitting silent, when Ceasar, who had 
not yet come to the years of maturity, applied for the 
consulship contrary to law. And Brutus, in one of his 
letters, charged him with “having reared a greater and 
more insupportable tyranny than that which they had 
destroyed.” Privrarcn. 





A UEROINE—THE WIFE OF LAFAYETTE. 

The faithful and devoted wife of General La Fayette 
was a daughter of the illustrious house of Noailles.— 
She was marricd at the early age of seventeen, and 
scarcely had the honey-moon glided happily away when 
her youthful husband left her side to fight for American 
Independence. During his absence Madame La Fay- 
ette ruled her household and numerous estates with wis- 
dom and pradence far beyond her years. At length the 
husband, whom she loved so dearly, and of whom she 
was so justly fond, returned covered with glory to lay 
his laurels at her feet. Some few happy days were spent 
together, and then the storm cloud of the French Revo- 
lution-broke over their heads. Her husband was soon 
driven into exile, but it was thought that Madame La 
Fayette, living quietly and in great retirement on her 
estate in Auvergne, ran no danger. But her love of 
liberty, her high rank, her talents, made her an object of 
suspicion. She was arrested on the 10th of August, and 
soon after sent to Paris. Her mother, grandmother and 
sister-in-law all perished on the same scaffold. Madame 
de La Fayette herself was in daily expectation of death. 
She made her will, and waited calmly and resolutely for 
the summons to the guillotine. The revolution of the 
9th Thermidor preceded by five days that appointed for 
her execution. As soon as she was liberated she sent 
her only son, then in his childhood, to the care of Gen. 
Washington, after whom he had been named; and then 
hastened with her two daughters to find her unfortunate 
husband—then languishing in an Austrian prison,— 
She reached Vienna by means of an American pass- 
port, obtained an audience of the Emperor, and solicited 
either the release of her husband, or permission to share 
his captivity. 

“As to the release of General La Fayette,” replied 
the Emperor, “ it is a very complicated piece of business; 
on that point, my hands are tied.” 

Madame La Fayette joyfully embraced the other al- 
ternative—that of sharing her husband’s gloomy prison, 
Sixteen months close imprisonment in France, the loss 
of all her kindred, her continual anxiety respecting her 
husband, had combined to affect her health—which de- 
clined so rapidly in her damp prison of Olmutz, that 
serious apprehensions were entertained for her life. Feel- 
ing the importance of her life to her family, and at their 
earnest solicitation, she wrote to the Emperor to request 
his permission to spend a weck in Vienna for change of 
air, and for the purpose of consulting a physician. Her 
letter remained two months unanswered, and then came 
an imperial mandate, forbidding her ever to appear in 
Vienna, but offering her freedom—on condition that she 
would never scek to return to her husband’s prison.— 
Madame de La Fayette’s noble and touching answer to 
this inhuman prostitution, fortunately for posterity, re- 
mains onrecord. It was as follows: 

“I owed it to my family and my friends, to make 
some efforts fur the preservation of my life; but they 
know me too well to suppose, for an instant, that I 
would accept it at such a price. I cannot forget that 
when we were on the point of perishing, my husband, 
by his physical and mental suflerings in Austria, and l, 
by the tyranny of Robespierre, in France, was not al- 
lowed to receive any communication from him, not to 
inform him in return that his wife and children were 
still in existenee; and I will never, of my own free w ill, 
expose myself to the agony of separation from him 
again. Llowever unsuitable this residence may be to 
my daughter, and however unfavorable to my health, 
we will gladly avail ourselves of his imperial Majesty’s 
goodness in allowing us to remain here, and will never 
trouble him with any more petitions.” 

From that time Madame de La Fayette made no fur- 
ther efforts, but bore her sufferings firmly and patient! 
until the victories of the French Republic, and especial 
ly those of General Bonaparte, changed the aspect of 
the affairs. General La Fayette was restored to free- 
dom, and with his devoted wife, returned to his native 
country, and fixed his residence at La Grange—the ma- 
ternal inheritance of his wife—an estate situated about 
twelve leagues from Paris, Here Madame de La Fay- 
ette spent the remainder of her short life in the bosom 
af boot ot But the poisoned arrow of grief and 
f y hae drank her life blood, and after many linger- 
ing months of suffering, this affectionate mother and 


heroic wife, closed her pure and xemplary li 
24th of December, 1806. Posterit teed ame 


of General La Fayette with ° 
tient endurance, the self- sacrificing deverinn i ie 
wile, deserve an equal meed of praise. 


THE AUTUMN LEAF. 
Lone trembling one! 

Last of a summer’s race, withered and scar, 

And shivering—wherefore art thou lingering here ! 
Thy work is done! 


Thou hast seen all 

The summer flowers reposing in their tomb ; 

And the green leaves that knew thee in their bloom, 
Wither and fall! 


Why dost thou cling 

Fondly to the rough, sapless tree ? 

Has then existence aught like charm for thee, 
Thou faded thing ? 


The voice of spring, 
Which woke thee into being, ne’er again 
Will greet thee, nor the gentle summer rain 
New verdure bring. 


The zephyr’s breath, 
No more will wake for thee its melody ; 
But the lone sighing of the blast shall be 
The hymn of death. 


Yet a few days, 
A few faint struggles with the autumn storm, 
And the strained eye, to catch thy trembling form, 
In vain may gaze. 


Pale autumn leaf! 

Thou art an emblem of man’s mortality ; 

The broken heart, once young and fresh like thee, 
Withered by grief: 


Whose hopes are fled, 
Whose loved ones all have dropped and died away, 
Still clings to life—and lingering loves to stay 
About the dead! 


But list!—e’en now 

I hear the gathering of the autumn blast : 

It comes—thy frail form trembles—it is past! 
And thou art low! 





ANECDOTE OF REUBEN NATHANS,. 

We derive the annexed communication from a cor- 
respondent :— 

There are probably many people now living who re- 
member the celebrated quack doctor, Reuben Nathans, 
who, some forty years since. and whose medicines, “the 
Chinese Balsam of Life,” and the “ Celebrated Hair. 
Invigorating Lotion,” made so much noise at that time. 
But few, I presume, have heard of the anecdote I am 
about to relate concerning him. When the “ Doctor’s” 
medicines were first announced to the world, a simple 
minded laboring man purchased a bottle of the Lotion 
and another of the Balsam for his wife, who had a con- 
sumptive cough of many year’s standing, and was be- 
sides threatened with the total loss of her hair. The 
woman used both remedies according to directions, and, 
as is usual with ignorant people in such cases, thought 
they were doing her a vast deal of good. The cough 
scemed to her to be going away rapidly ; she “ breathed 
freer,” while her hair appeared to be coming back again 
thicker than ever. Asa natural consequence, she felt 
very great confidence in the medicine; and when her 
first lot of balsam was all used she sent her husband to 
get the bottle filled again. The doctor asked the man 
how the medicine operated ? 

“Qh, grandly!” replied the husband; “ my wife’s 
cough’s c’en-a most gone, and her hair’s all coming back 
again as fiery as ever.” 

“Ah,” said the doctor, ‘that’s the way my medicines 
always work, There’s no mistake about them. They’re 
just what I call them, the greatest wonders of the age. 
I ’spose you’ve no objection to give me your affidavit?” 

“Oh, no,” replied the man; “ that’s just what my 
wife wants me to do.” 

The couple then repaired to the mayor's office, where 
an affidavit was drawn up, sworn to and witnessed.— 
On returning to the doctor’s shop, the quack took up the 
empty bottle for the purpose of refilling it. Uncorking 
it, he put it to his nose and smelled of it, 

“Why, what can this mean ?” he exclaimed, in some 
astonishment; and then, after looking at the label, he 
smelled of it again. “Why, sir, this isn’t balsam, 
though the label says so. but the ‘ hair lotion?” 

“ Hair lotion or not,” replied the man, pointing to the 
bottle, * that’s what cured my wife’s dreadful cough, 
and the stuff in the other bottle at home, is what made 
her hair grow again !” 

“ Strange! strange!” repeated the doctor, with a puz- 
zled eountenance; “J don’t know what to make of it, a 
Will you be kind enough, sir, just to step back and get 
me the other bottle—the hair lotion, I mean!” 

The man did so, and soon returned with the lotion 
bottle. The doctor took it and applied his nose to the 
mouth. 

“ And this,” said he, “ is ust as surely the balsam as 
the other is the lotion. Don’t you think there was some 
mistake on your part, sir? Are you sure that what was 
in that bottle made your wife’s hair grow again ?” 

“ Just as sartin as I’m alive,” replied the man, “for I 
always turned it out while Betsey held the spoon,” 

The doctor sat down in a chair, and, laying a finger 
on his nose, he seemed buried in profound thought. 

“Ah! Isee!” he at length exclaimed, and jumping 
up he filled the empty bottle again. “ There, sir,” said 
he, giving it to the man and hurrying him to the door ; 
“all’s right, sir; I was a little bothered, that’s all, Call 
again when that’s gone, and you shall have another for 
nothing.” 

As soon as he had shut the door on his customer, the 
doctor called in his “ confidential” man from the lab- 
ratory.” 


“ Moshes,” said he, “ we've made a greal mistake in 
our guess work, after all. I’ve been studying ver’ hard 
lately, and have just discovered that our lolion is the 
stuff to cure the coughs and the consumptions, and the 
balsam is the besht to make the hair grow! We must 
change the labels.” 

“That's unlucky,” replied the man, “ for we've got 
four thousand bottles, two thousand of each kind, all 
ready to send away to-morrow.” 

“Vel, vel,” said the doctor, “ you can change the la- 
bels if you have time ; if not, send them off as they are, 
"Tis n't mosh matter.” —Knickerbocker Gossip, 


, 





“My dear Julia,” said one pretty girl to another, 
“can you make up your mind to marry that odious Mr, 
Snuff?” 

“Why, my dear Mary,” replied Julia, “I believe I 
could take him at a pinch !” 





A lawyer down east advertises for a boy who can 
write a legible hand, and read illegible writings! He 
wants to use him in his office 





HUNTERIAN DISPENSARY, 
No. 3 Division street, near Chatham Square. 

Established in the year 1835. ‘To well meaning per- 
sons, who may consider it disreputable and opposite to 
the well being of society to yh 1c udvertisemeuts of the 
celebrated Dr. Hunter’s Red Drop betore the public, we 
would ask, does the fastidious reader suppose we are 
called on for this medicine only by the confirmed vicious 
and evil minded?’ Ifany power on earth could force or 
tempt us to betray the confidence of our profession, we 
could relate truths that would wring tears of blood, if 
we may so express it, from chaste and respectable wives 
in whose minds an impure thought never entered, that 
would rather have suffered an hundred deaths than ex- 
pose a husband’s perfidy, and through it was obliged to 
use this medicine or end a miserable life. And husbands 
whose faith to their wives the blandishments of fifty 
Cleopatras could never swerve, and through the libidi- 
nous conduct of those very Wives, were 0 liged to use 
this medicine, or eke out a miserable existence, There is 
no persou on earth that respects public opinion more than 
the writer of this—neither is there one that would swerve 
less from what he felt in his own heart was right to ob- 
tain it. Withourlatest breath we contend that the ouly 
virtue to be relied on is in the mind that is taught to 
know and be superior to temptation; however subtle or 
enchanting it may appear; for let the eye of vigilance be 
ever so Sharp, the snake of temptation will find means 
and times ‘oshow itself. And oh! how joyous to the 
heart of the parent to sec # son or daughter pass through 
the gilded blandishment of vice, calm, dignified and un- 
contaminated. 

And however secure we may think ourselves, even 
with an Astor’s wealth, we know rot, in these days of 
bubble and speculation, how soon our children may be 
thrown upon their own resources. ‘Then let us impress 
upon their minds, in language net to be misunderstood, 
the peaceful, happy, and at all times and under all cir- 
cumstances, advantageous life of truth, honor and vir- 
tue. Weare ready to wait on all persons who find it 
necessary to use this medicine, al all hours. Price $1 
per vial, with full and explicit directions. Warranted 
to cure all cases of disease of a private nature, to cure 
thoroughly, and root out every particle ofthe rank and 
Poisonous Virvus of these dreadful Diseases, it is not 
for us to listen to the cause, it’s our calling to CURE, 

je7tf 





Ox'TO’S COTTAGE, 
HOBOKEN. 

This delightful retreat has been splendidly fitted up 
for the present season, and no pains or expense have 
been spared by the proprietor in promoting the comfort 
of his visiters. A fine view of the Hudson River and 
New-York city is had from the balcony and extensive 
gardens in the rear of this establishment, and ladies and 
gentlemen patronising it will find the ice-creams and 
other refreshments of the very choicest quality — the 
waiters civil and obliging, and the best of order invari- 
ably preserved by a strong police specially provided by 
him br that purpose. j 

The bars are well stocked with the best wines, liquors, 
segars, etc, june2l LOUIS SCHWARTZ, 

MRS. SULLIVAN 

Has removed to 22 Crospy Srreer, near Grand, 
where all who desire quietness and entertainment will 
be accommodated with every thing afforded by the mar- 
ket. Visiters will be served at this establishment with 
the choicest eatables, fruit, confectionary, segars, and 


ether refreshments, during all hours of the day and eve- 
ning. june2l 





HALLECK BRANCH. 

‘The subscriber, haviag dispensed with his interest in 
the Halleck House, Broadway, intends devoting his 
whole time to his new establishment, where he can al- 
ways be found ready to serve his friends and the pub- 
lic. Passengers to Harlem will find a large and com- 
modtous room set apart for their use. 

WM. H. WILSON, 
18 Bowery, corner of Pell street. 

His Bar is supplied with the best liquors and the 

hoicest brands of Segars. m3l 
STEAMBOAT HOTEL, 

91 South street, one door below Fulton. 

The Bubseriber respectfully informs his friends and 
he pnblic that he has made several improvements in his 
estabjishment this spring, and_is now prepared to ac- 
commodate a large number of LODGERS with neat, 
airy bedrooms, and clean, comfortable beds, at a reason- 
able charge. Persons arriving in the city late at night, 
and citizens desirous of lodging inthe lower part of the 
city will find it to their advantage to call, as the house is 
kept open all night for the accommodation of strangers 
and farmers having business in the market. 

The bar is supplied with a choice assortment of the 
best Wines, Liquors, Segars and Refreshments, aid 
every attention will be given to the comfort ot customers 

CHARLES M’NEIL, 
_m3lir 91 South street. 
THE ION HOUSE, No. 70 Fulton street. 

The subscriber respectfully informs his friends and 
the public that he has recently refitted, refurnished, and 
beautifully decorated his establishment, where visitors 
will find Wines, Liquors, Segars, and Refreshments, of 
the choicest quality, with which he will at all times be 
happy toservethem. JOHN WOODWORTH, 

ma3y tf 70 Fulton street 


WASHINGTON HOTEL. 
H. 8. STRICKLAND begs leave to inform his 
friends and the public in general, that he has taken the 
above House, 


No. 561 GRAND STREET, 


Where by strict attention, he solicits a share of the go- 
ing patronage, Boarding and Lodging. _' july19t 


COMPOUND EXTRACT OF BLACKBERRY, 


THE BEST REMEDY yet discovered for the effect- 
ual cure of Diarrheca and all recent Bowell Complaints 
For children this syrup stands unrivalled, and is high- 
ly recommended by the Medical Faculty. It has an ex- 
cellent flavor.—The youngest infant to adult always 
find this most excellent syrup highly palatable. 

For sale at 259 Houston street, and 115 First street,in 
large or small quantities. septl3tf 

HOUSE OF REFRESHMENT, 
NO. 11 ANN STREET. 

The proprietor of this establishment continues, as 
heretofore, to suppl y his customers with the delicacies of 
the season, served up in the best manner. ‘The quality 
of the viands, and his very moderate char 











i , are evi- 
dent from the mr eoeeeee patronage which the public are 
pleased daily toaward him. His efforts shall be, as 


they have heretofore been, to merit its continuance, and 
to secure to his house that reputation for excellence and 
accommodation which it has for so long a time main- 
tained. D. SWEENEY. 
WHOLESALE AND RETAIL 
CLOTHING STORE, 
No. 7 Chatham-street, New-Youk, opposite the Park. 
W. & H, CRANS, having, frem their untiring et 
ertions, increased their business to such an extent that 
they have been compelled to change their place of busi- 
ness to No. 7 Chathan-street, where they have opened a 
very extensive assortment of ready made clothing, as 
as also a very large and well-selected stock of cloths, 
cassimeres and vestings, direct from importers, which 
— will sell cheaper than any other establishment in 
the city. 
Fashionable ready made clothing at the following 
low prices, viz: 
Dress 





coats, from $6 00 to $15 00 
Cassimere pants, 300to 600 
Sattinett do 1 50 to 3 50 
Fancy vests, 1 50 to 400 
D’Orsay sacks, 150to 500 
Summer coats, 1 00 to 400 

“ pants, 75 to 200 
ini 75 to 2 00 


vests, 
A full suit of black clothing for $13 00 
N. B. Constantly on hand, a : al Seema of 


Fancy Stocks, Scarfs, Cravats, Hosi 
Gloves, Collars, Bosoms, Shitts, dc. of every de. 
scription, j 
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ARRANGEMENT FOR 1845. 
OLD ESTABLISHED PASSAGE OFFICE, 


100 Pine street, corner of South-st, 





'TLIE Subscribers begs leave to call the attention of 
their friends, aud the public in general to the followine 
arrangement for the year 1845, for the purpose of brino. 
ing out Cabin, Second Cabin, and Steerage Passengers, 

By the New Line of Liverpool Packets, 

Sailing the Ist, 13th, and 25th of every month. Th, 

ships comprising this line are— 


eo Washington, Independence, United States 
i Sidd - 


Sheffield, Garrick, ddons, 
Patiick Henry, Rescoe, Virginian, 
Stephen Whitney, Roscius, Sheridan. 


By the London Packets. 
To sai! from New York the Ist, 10th, and 20th—anq 
from London on the 7th, 17th, and 27th of each mont), 


Mediator, Ontario, Wellington, 
Toronto, | Quebec, Westminster, 
Philadelphia, St. James, Switzerland, 


Moutreal, Hendk Hudson,Gladiator, 

In connection with the above, and for the DUrpose of 
affording still greater facilities to seaseneneatbe the sub. 
scribers have established a Regular line of first class N 
York built, Coppered and Copper fastened Ships, to sq) 
punctually on every week throughout the year, 

On the Provincial Bank of Ireland, Payable at 


Cork, Limerick, Clonmel, 
Londonderry, Shgo, Wexford, 
Belfast, Waterford, Galway, 
Armagh, Athlone, Coleraine, 
Kilkenney, Ballina, Tralee, 
Enniskillen, Monaghan, Youghal, 
Banbridge, Ballymena, Parsontown 
Downpatrick, Cavan, urgan, 
Dungannon, — Bandon, Ennis, 
Ballyshannon, Strabane, Dungarvon, 
Omagh, Mallow Moneymore, 
Cootehill, ilrush, oct4tf 


SCOTLAND—The 7 Bank of Glasgow. 
ENGLAND. 


Messrs. Spooner, Atwood & Co. Bankers, London; 
Richard Murphy, Waterloo Road, Livcrpool, payaii: 
in every town in Great Britain. 

For further particulars, apply or address (if by letier 
post paid) 

JOSEPH McMURRAY, 


100 Pine-st. corner South, New-York, }> 
Messrs. P, W. BYRNES & CO. | 
63 Waterloo Road, Liverpool, 
Or, to the Agents, 
Thomas McQuade, Esq. Utica. . 


Michael Mullen, Esq. Rochester. 

Thomas Gough, Esq. Albany. 

Anthony Grady, Carbondale, Pa. 

Benjamin Bannan, Esq. Pottsville. 

Jeremiah Baggot, 4 High-street, Providence. 
Geo. Maloy, Marke,-street, Lowell. 


“ROACH & CO.’S 
GREAT WESTERN PASSAGE OFFICE. 


Passengers sent by this office go through direct wit). 
out detention. 
Passengers and lheir Luggage err lo 





—_— 


Utica, Erie, Penn., Yorth, via Troy 
Syracuse, Cleveland, O., Whitehall), 
Oswego, Maumee, O., Burlington, Vt., 
Rochester, Detroit, Mich., St. Johns, 
Lockport, Milwaukie, W. T., Montreal, 
Buffalo, Chicago, Il., Quebec, 


Toronto, Kingston, Coburg, Hamilton, and all parts 
of Canada West. 

Sourn, via Philadelphia, to Lancaster, Harrisburg, 
Hollidaysburg, and Pittsburg. 

Also, to all parts of Ohio, Michigan, Indiana, Illi 
noig, and Wisconsin Territory. 

W.F. HART, Agent, 
133 Washington St. 
ALABAMA HOUSE, 
Junction of Grand and Henry streets, and Jronting m 
bama Square. 

The subscriber takes pleasure in announcing to hii 
numerous friends and the public that he has lately refit, 
ted, painted and embellished his establishment in suche’ 
manner as will, he feels confident, give general satisfue 
tion. His bar is well stocked with the choicest Wine: 
Liquors and Refreshments, and his Segars are as good as 
the market affords. 

Attached tothis establishment are several neat ané 
well ventilated bed-rooms, where lodgers can be accon 
modated by the night, week or month, with clean bed: 
and every accommodation, 

Ile confidently trusts that by the same unremitted «|p 
tention to business he shrll merit and receive a contin 
ance ofthe very liberal patronage which he has hither 
—= PHILOMEN MILLARD. 

m31 6t 





junel4 


Ale! Ale! Ale! 
JOHN McKNIGHT’S ALBANY ALE, 
THE subscriber begs leave to inform his friends an! 
the public generally, that he has constantly on hand: 
large supply of the above truly nutricious and wholeson 
article, for city use, and for shipment. It will withstan 
the effects of all climates, from its pecnliar purity. H: 
will warrant it superior to any in the market, and wil 
sell it at the lowest prices, by applying to his sole agell, 
aug 2tf DAVID HINDS, 51 Courtland-st. 


MRS. WM. W. BLAKE'S CHEAPSHIRT DEPU! 
& FURNISHING ESTABLISHMENT, 
No. 40 Chatham street, 


Where can always be found on hand, and for sale « 
cheap as in any other store in the city, the most fashio! 
able style of 


Shirts Scarfs Suspenders 
Bosoms Cravats oves 
Collars Stocks Handkerchiefs 


, 

Drawers and Hosiery of all descriptions, 
Customers’ orders executed with particular care and 
attention. Please call and examine for yourselves a! 4 
Chatham street, New York. 


TO PRINTERS. 
TYPE FOUNDRY AND PRINTERS’ FURNISH 
ING WAREHOUSE. 

THE SUBSCRIBERS have opened a new Ty?’ 
Foundry in the in the city of New-York, where they *” 
ready to supply orders to any extent, for any kind of} 
or fancy Type, Ink, Paper, Cases, Galleys, Brass Ru, 
Steel Column do, Composing Sticke, Chases, and eve 
ry article necessary for a Printing Office, 

The type, which are cast in new moulds, from ane 
tirely new set of matrixes, with deep counters, are we" 
ranted to be unsurpassed by any, and will be soldat pi 
ces to Suit the times. 

Printing Presses furnished, and also 
of the most approved patterns, 

N. Machinist constantly in attendance to rep” 
presses and do light work. 

Composition Rollers cast for Printers, 

Editors of Newspapess, who will buy three times # 

much type as their bills amount to, may give the abov! 

six months’ insertion in their papers, and send their p*}/ 

pers containing it to the subscribers. 

augl6 6m COCKROFT & OVEREND, 
No. 68 Ann-street- 

CONCERT HALL, No. 101 Elizabeth street, 

: (One door above Grand strect.) P 
The subscriber would respectfully informs his frie! 
and the public that he has recently made several imp" 
tant alterations in his house. ‘T he large Ball Room, 
size, beauty, height of ceiling and accommodations.” 
kam wary by any in the city—has been repainted & 
embel ished throughout, and is in excellent condition ™ 
balls, public dinners, meetings, &c., for which pu 
it will be let on very reasonable terms. German B® 
are held in itevery Monday evening, and Vocal and ! 
strumental Concerts on Sunday evenings, at which * 
fullorchestra of able and efficient musicians and (* 
companies of emtnent vocalists (one of which silg ™ 
German and the other in English) perform. 

The bar is furnished with the best of Liquors, Seg” 
and Refreshments of every description, and a strong *™ 
efficient police who preserve the strict order at the 


and concerts, 
VALENTINE MAGEB, 
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